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Around Town. 


If I remember correctly when a former agita- 
tion was set afoot for the prevention of partisan 
band—playing on the street, the city decided 
they had no power to suppress such nuisances. 
It seems strange to me that the Council could 
not pass a by-law forbidding 41l bands to play 
in the public thoroughfare without permission 
from some officer appointed for che purpose. 
If this be the case, however, at the next session 


Ryan could have been appointed to the Torunto 
shrievalty if his merits and necessities were so 
supremely great, but if that had been done the 
Christian politician would have been unable to 
pension his deserving son who was pitchforked 
into that lucrative office. The indecency of 
creating a useless office for a supporter is suffi- 
ciently great, and the Rev. Dr. Mowat must 
have felt that to do such a thing for his own 
son would turn the stomach even of the faith- 
ful. However, the office having been created, 





of the Legislature such. powers should be ob-/ and Mr. Ryan having been appoi 
tained‘as will enable the police to prevent such | to it, I make teake to oie 
disgraceful scenes as have been of frequent | him that the reward so peculiarly ar- 


occurrence not only recently, -but for many 
years. Processions of hoodlums disgracing the 
name of ,the Orange fraternity and all kindred 
associations, are in the habit of parading be- 
hind fife and drum bands to partisan tunes and 
with a plentiful display of insulting placards. 
I have been told that the Orange lodges have 
endeavored to prevent their good name being 
dragged through the mire by these bands of 
blackguards whose progress would be much 
more suitably marked with ball and chain than 
*by alleged music. Some of the city papers have 
properly deplored the tendency to exaggerate 
the attack on Archbishop Walsh as well 
as the small riots caused by these dis- 
turbers of the peace. It has been plainly 
demonstrated, however, that there is a certain 
element in this city, though it cannot be a 
large one, entirely in sympathy withthe stone 
throwers and persecutors of Romanists who 
have done such widespread harm to the good 
name of Toronto. The proper punishment of 
such offenders and the suppression of hoodlum 
processions are absolutely necessary to the 


ranged is so eminently suited to the service 
which procured it. In the long, and I hope, 
happy days during which Registrar Ryan will 
have an opportunity to contemplate with rap- 
ture, “the trust, dignity and emolument” of 
his position, it may be that he, like his co -Regis- 
trar, may take to the writing of books. Writ- 
ten in his vivid and spirited style, a political 
Pilgrim’s Progress could not but become a 
classic if it faithfully described all those tasks 
which fall to the lot of those who serve under 
the banner of an alleged Christian politician. 
Mr. Ryan’s services to his party have been 
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magistracy” with propriety, inasmuch as he 
was a municipal John the Baptist, the voice of 
one crying in the wilderness of Toronto cor. 
raption, the evangel of better days and of 
purer politics, but when E. F. Clarke, without 
preparatory experience succeeded him, he was 
@& monstrous innovation and one not to be 
forgiven by those who opposed him. Toronto 
discovered before Mayor Howland's terms had 
expired that his name was not John but Wil- 
liam, and that instead of being the harbinger 
of civic sense and businesslike methods he was 
merely a voice proceeding out of the emptiness 
of a cavern of conceit. In Mayor Clarke’s ad- 
ministration practical reforms have followed 
hard labor for the good of the city. The entire 
time of the mayor has been devoted to city 
business and it is universally conceded that 
the office had never been so well filled. It was 
feared that when a “common printer” was 
elected to the highest civic position that the 
dignity of the office would suffer, yet no more 
dignified mayor has ever occupied the chair. 
It was feared that because he had many friends 
amongst the ‘‘common people,” that unsavory 
characters would ba pitchforked into office, and 
yet never have fewer personal friends of the 


a'l be Mayor unless it be the fact that only one 
alderman out or thirty-nine is deserving of 
such recognition and that no one outside of the 
City Council does anything worthy of popular 
regard. The City Clerk holds his office 
for life or during good conduct which 
may or may not be a very elastic stipulation. 
So do the City Treasurer, the City Engineer, 
the City Solicitor, the School Inspector, the 
Sheriff, the Registrars, the Clerks of the Divi- 
sion Court, the Clerk of the County Court, 
and many more that might be named, but the 
fact that these men are holding office for life 
and preventing the promotion of deserving 
aldermen is not dwelt upon. It requires much 
greater natural ability and aptitude for con- 
trolling men and defining methods to fit a man 
forthe mayoralty than to qualify a man for any 
other office named. Then why should a news- 
paper deplore the fact that a specially able 
mayor should retain office for three years while 
it has not a word of mourning because men 
specially incompetent and entirely deficient in 
public service hold other offices for life. 


*- 
I am in favor of electing them ail every 
four or five years,and if men perform their 





public peace and to the reputation of the city. 
Furthermore, if the fool kil'er is not dead he 
should be introduced to some of those pin- 
headed bigots who, though they have out- 
grown the years of youthful folly, have not 
escaped from that peasant ignorance and fero- 
cious fanaticism which delight in exhibitions 
of rowdyism and thoroughly believe, despite 
the enlightenment of the last decades of the 
nineteenth century, that King William and 
God Almighty look down with approving 
smiles when a dirty nosed whelp shies a rock 
at a passing papist. 


* 
* * 

It may be urged that the Catholics themselves 
are notinoffensive insuch matters. This is true, 
but street rows of recent years in Toronto al- 
most invariably indicate that Protestants are 
the assailants. Sometimes—last Sunday for in- 
stance—our Catholic neighbors, aroused by 
the assaults of such alleged Protestant hood- 
lums as I have described, lose their patience 
and the more ignorant and impulsive of them 
retaliate. The-Jarvis street row was a sample 
of this, They had the excuse of the previous 
day's insult and injury, and while this slightly 
palliates their offence they must be aware that 
ruffianly and cowardly conduct on their part 
robs them of the public sympathy which is now 
with them and is endeavoring to bring abouta 
better order of things. The assaults on the 
Orangemen on lower Jarvis street were more 
than usually cowarily and indefensible, as a 
large crowd set upon three men and in the 
stone throwing the safety of innocent people 
and women was endangered. Altogether such 
affairs are supremely disgraceful and the chief 
blame must lie with the Protestant majority, 
whose very strength should make them toler- 
ant, 

es 

When after a life full of good works and 
those beautiful graces which do so adorn the 
character, when filled with the faith which 
has enabled him to triumph over the woes 
and wickedness of the world, a Christian 
passes away, it is delightful and comfort- 
ing to imagine him entering upon his 
reward in the celestial world amidst the 
acclaim, ‘‘ Well done, thou good and faithful 
servant, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord.” 
No ideal can be so beautiful in sublunary affairs, 
but it is pleasant some times to see men who 
have toiled long and hard in some special avo- 
cation at last admitted to secarity and plenty, 
crowned with the honors of office by those 
whose servant they have been, A conspicuous 
instance of this sort of thing is in the news of 
the week, though it is to be regretted that it is 
not entirely free from some elements which 
detract from its beauty and restrain the popu- 
lar applause which might otherwise have 
become a deafening roar. Mr. Peter Ryan, 
long the faithful henchman of the Mowat 
government, he whose clarion tones have been 
wont to arouse the enthusiasm of his fellow 
Citholics on behalf of his master, Premier 
Mowat, has retired from the arena of political 
warfare into an office which the Globe describes 
as one “of considerable trust, dignity and 
emolument.” The “trust” will consist princi- 
pally of trusting to employes to do the work 
for which he is to be paid, the “dignity” is 
that which always accompanies an official 
sinecure, and the “emoluments” will be 
derived from fees which the Mowat 
government will unjustly divert from the 
public pocket. There is every reason to believe 
that Mr, Ryan will exactly fit the office, as it 
was made to order for his especial use, The 
people, the law society and propriety all clam- 
ored against the creation of this useless and 
disturbing position. but Premier Mowat, who 
has blushingly admitted that he is the true and 
original embodiment of ‘‘ truth and righteous- 
ness in public affairs,” found it absolutely 
necessary, either on account of his great love 
for Mr, Ryan, or because of the importunity of 
his petitioner, to outrage the decencies of office 
by pensioning his veteran campaigner upon an 
unwilling and indignant city. This could have 
been done without creating a new office, Mr. 
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great ; what he has accomplished for the pub- 
lic is not so conspicuous; it is, therefore, not 
an unreasonable expectation that he tell those 
who are providing ‘the emoluments” the 
secret of his promotion from License Com- 
missioner at nothing per year to co Registrar 
with nine or ten thousand dollars per annum. 
~ 
* # 

The esteemed local contemporary which for 
eighteen months has made it apparent that it 
had no other object in life than the belittling 
of Mayor Clarke, appears to think that it has 
found a new reason why he should not be 
elected for a third term. It asserts that a 
number of able aldermen are retiring from the 
City Council because they see no prospect of 
promotion, inasmuch as the present mayor is 
monopolizing the ealary and honors at office. 
It would certainly be an unwise thing to 
shovel all the highest civic honors into 
the lap of one man if equaly deserving 
and competent men who had served their 
apprenticeship in the city’s service stood 
sadly apart waiting for recognition. I ab. 
hor the system of life appointments or any 
such tenure of office as permanently gives to 
one man honor, emoluments and official educa- 
tion which should be open to the competition 
of the ambitious and public spirited. The es- 
teemed contemporary to which I refer contends 
that W. H. Howland, who was entirely ignorant 
of civic business, “stepped into the chief 


Chief Magistrate received positions than dur- 
ing E. F. Clarke’s two years as mayor. It was 
teared that thdse friends would be unfit for the 
places to which they might be appointed, but 
no instance of such unfitness can be quoted. 
During Mayor Howland’s time the Don 
and C. P. R. complications had _ their 
origin. No complication has arisen dur- 
ing the term of his successor but many 
knotty questions have been solved and tangled 
strings straightened. A comparison of the two 
administrations displays the latter in the most | 
favorable light and indeed if he were to seek 
for the administration which would compare 
most unfavorably with hisown, he would doubt- 
less select that of his predecessor, with whom 
the Telegram is so enamored, 
~ 
* # 

I admit that ‘‘ good men have gone and are 
still going out of municipal life because there | 
is no avenue of perferment open to them.” It 
is also true ‘“ that the best men will be driven 
out of or deterred from entering municipal life 
by a popular indifference to faithful public ser- 
vice.” For ten yearsI have urged these very 
things as an argument why every public office | 
the duties of which are local and the emolu- 
ments of which are derived directly from the 
people served should be elective, that the term | 
of such offices should not be unr.asonably long 
nor the salary excessive. It will be admitted 
that men who have well served the city cannot 





| administration, 


| to their extension could not be mistaken. 
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of politicians are promoted to the chief places 
in the synagogue, can come to but one conclu- 
sion, and that conclusion will be that it pays 
better as far as office and “honor” go, to be 
the mean spirited tool of a political machine 
than to be a public spirited citizen. This isa 
nice lesson to teach the youth of Canada, but 
our institutions every day proceed to teach this 
degrading lesson. 


* « 

Honors should not be given to men simply 
because they have worked for them, but be- 
cause they deserve them. Many an apprentice 
has served his time without becoming a skil- 
ful mechanic or one worthy to be a foreman. 
Scores and scores of aldermen have worked 
faithfully and well in that capacity without 
succeeding in demonstrating that they are fit 
for anything higher. In electing men to offices 
of public trust, the man who has served the 
city should have first choice, all other things 
being equal ; but it must be borne in mind that 
the election of a man to an office is not so 
much to honor him as to procure a person fit 
to discharge the duties of that office. A meri- 
torious career is one thing, but capacity, execu- 
tive ability and fitness for the place is the first 
thing, and it is the latter which has made 
Mayor Clarke so conspicuous that the citizens 
| at large are not only willing that he should 
again enjoy the honor, but are anxious that 
they shall have the benefit of his continued 
| service. 





On Monday night, in London, Mr. W. R. 
Meredith delivered an exceedingly able ad- 
dress to his ‘constituents defining his position 

| as leader of the Ontario Opposition. Like all 
| Mr. Meredith’s speeches it was liberal in spirit, 
| democratic in doctrine and showed a thorough 
grasp of the details of our Provincial Govern- 
ment. He declared himself unequivocally in 
favor of the abolition of exemptions and the 
severance of the last vestige of connection 
He deplored the 
| existence of Separate Schools and his declara- 
tion that he was and always would be opposed 
He 
denounced the tyranny of the License Com- 
missioners and favored their appointment in 
rural districts by the County Councils and 
their election by popular vote in the large 
centers of population. His criticism of the 
Government was strong and well sustained, 
but I fear that his programme is not suffici- 
ently clear cut and aggressive to attract to him 
those radical elements and discontented Re- 
formers who will not change their party allegi- 
ance until they have such a definite declaration 
of princip'es, principles so unmistakeably in 
advance of thoce at present maintained by the 
Liberals that their defection from their old 
allies will not need to be apologized for. Men 
do not forsake a party allegiance unless on 
great and special questions which will afford 


; them such a ready explanation of their 


course that their former friends can 
be made to readily understand the reason 
of the change of base. Mr. Meredith was of 


| course unable to go over the entire ground in 


one speech and his anncuncements will no 
doubt be supplemented—supplemented I hope 


| by still more radical and positive declarations 
| of principle. 


He has always been much more 
democratic than the Liberal party and his 
statement that he thoroughly believes in the 


people and their ability to govern themselves 


and to select their servants suggests a pro- 
gramme for doing away with the abuse of 
patronage which has become so scandalously 
marked in the latter years of Premier Mowat’s 
His speech was more ad- 
vanced in doctrine than any he had ever made 


| and [am convinced that before the session is 


over he will have made still further advances 
and will adopt a thoroughly democratic posi- 
tion. It will be his only salvation and it is to 
be regretted that he has let pass so favorable 
an opportunity of making undeniably plain 
those views which all his friends are aware 
that he entertains. - 
- * 

The Cronin verdict seems to have created 

considerable surprise, and some of those ex- 


| ceedingly clever Canadian papers which dis- 


|cover in every finding of an American 
| court a defective system of administering 
| justice, are pointing out that in spite 


duties to the satisfaction of the public they 
will no doubt be re-elected. As it is public- 
spirited men who have done their best for 
the city really have no avenue of promotion. 
There are three seats in the Dominion Parlia- | 
ment, three in the Local Legislature, and the | 
mayoralty, seven positions in all, but as they are | 
only open on an average once in four years it 
really leaves less than two rewards per annum | 
in the gift of the people for those who dili- 
gently serve them. The ordinary rule for 
honoring a man under these circumstances is 
to give him a big funeral and an extended 
obituary notice. It is discouraging, is is true, 
but let the discouragement be put where it | 
belongs. 


a | 

* es | 

The men in our midst who receive appoint- 
ments and have such official “ honors” 
heaped upon them are the party hacks; 
men who have done dirty work, belly crawl- 
ing and toad eating for either one political 
party or the other have got the fat offices 
and they have them for life. 
who sees the public =nirited and manly man 
who is instant in season and out of season 
in endeavoring to increase the prosperity and 
progress of Toronto, a man who spends his 
money and his time in building up the fortune 
of the community, the man to whom we go for 
advice in time of a crisis, kept in a back seat 


The onlooker | of Chicago. 


of the evidence three men have gotten off 
with imprisonment for life when they should 
have been hanged. I do not deny that hang: 
ing would have been a very proper punish- 


| ment, but none but those violently prejudiced 


against democratic institutions would assert 
tnat the verdict was the result of anything 
but the peculiarities of one of the jurors. 
Juror Culver seems to have been intensely 
religious and had it not been for him probably 


| the whole five of them would have been hanged, 


a severity which would not have been justified 
by the evidence. It is a vindication of the jury 
system that between undue severity and undue 
leniency something very near justice was done, 


| It is not urged that Juror Culver had been cor- 


rupted. Ido not imagine that such a suspicion 
has been entertained. Taking the whole trial 
and the verdict, the efforts of the criminals’ 
friends to acquit them, the conscientious efforts 
of the State to convict them, the deliberations 
of the jury, selected after such hard challeng- 
ing, and it seems to mé to do credit to the city 
Chicago is a city in which the 
most radical Irish have a very great influence, 
and yet “elected” officials were not afraid 
to enforce the laws and to prosecute most vig- 
orously. Have we any similar instance of a 
feud between Irish factions. Remember the 
Biddulph murders. Evidence, more direct evi- 
dence than that offered in Chicago was pro- 





while heelers and shouters and the hired men 
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| duced, and yet the murderers of the Donnelly 

























































































































de I SE Oe 


| 
| 


a & 
mF 
| 
tf 

j 





~~ 


family escaped scot free. We can find many 
things in the United States system very open 
to criticism, but the Cronin trial is not one of 
them. 
ae 

I understand that the Executive Committee 
of the Citizens’ Association has considered the 
remarks I made last week urging them to 
nominate at least one good aldermanic can- 
didate in each ward. It is said that the 
committee is not entirely in favor of 
such a procedure, but that the matter 
is not yet settled. I have been assured 
by a very large number of people that my 
proposition met general approval. I hope that 
the whole Association will be called together, 
and in the wisdom of half a thousand members 
that a method will be devised for bringing out 
good men. It is natural that the Association 
being deeply interested in the Esplanade 
project should be afraid that dabbling in 
municipal politics might estrange the City 
Council which is now favorable to their 
plans. An association which properly repre- 
sents the citizens, need not be afraid to 
undertake any public duty, much less to engage 
in a work which the whole city believes to be 
absolutely necessary. Strength and aggress- 
iveness are required in those who would under- 
take the guardianship of the public interests 
in Toronto under the present circumstances. 
The time is short. No new organization 
can be effected; the necessity of forcing good 
men and true into candidature is pressing, and 
it seems to me that the Association will be 
shirking a public duty if they decline to use 
their organization in a crisis like the present. 

ee 

How seldom cometh a Christmas which seems 
quite so merry as other Christmasses have 
been. Has there ever come a Christmas so de- 
lightfu] as the ones we have hoped for? Yet 
we can endure these comparisons of past joys 
with present gloom and the annual disappoint- 
ments of realizing on pictured pleasures and 
still be happy, just so long as we have not 
ceased to hope for still more delightful 
days to come. When that deceitful mir- 
age which lingers over the horizon from 
whose dusky circle we have been journeying, 
meets our retrospective gaze, the glories of the 
picture have all the tints of reality and we can 
hear the music and the laughing and whirl in 
the dancing of those gay scenes. Had we 
kept a diary and could we turn back its pages 
to the time when these dreamy delights 
were supposed to have intoxicated our senses, 
we would find therein written a story of 
disappointment, boredom and, perhaps, bit- 
terness, rivalling those later histories which 
have not yet had thrown over them the glamour 
of distance and the mellow of forgetful fancy. 
When our to-day becomes a part of the remin- 
iscence of a double decade hence, the pictures 
will be splendid, the music sweet, the faces 
fair, the forms graceful, the eyes bright, 
and the voices thrilling with tones of 
which the reality of that time knew nothing. 
How few of us know how to enjoy the present 
and make the most of it! Enamored of the 
mellow sweetness of the past, dazzled by the 
bright dreams of the future, like the early 
riser who is struggling with the chill and dis- 
comfort of change between the sleeping and 
the waking, discontent exaggerates our ail- 
ments and finds in the mistiness of the morn- 
ing a fog which aggravates our distempers. 
He whose face is turned backward gazing 
regretfully into the past must stumble sorely 
in his onward march. Nor can the way be 
smooth to the traveler who sees not the 
hedgerows and the blossoms, the verdure and 
the cooling shades which encompass him, be- 
cause his eyes are fixed on distant hills and his 
soul is longing for the valley of To-morrow. 

. + 

There are no mile posts in the years 
of journeying so well remembered as the 
Christmas days. In childhood the mystery 
rivaled the beauty which surrounded the tab- 
lets which mark but a few years’ progress from 
the cradle. Overgrown with holly, bright with 
berries, the jolly face and snowy beard of Santa 
Claus looked out from every Christmas post. 
When the daysof youth were fraught with the 
miracles of Santa Claus these milestones wereas 
sacred with love as the pardon crosses on the 
smooth level roads of queer old Brittany. Up 
through the stretches of youth and adolescence 
the bright leaves and the ruddy berries grow 
scarcer around the Christmas miie posts until, 
bare of mystery and brown with dust they simply 
mark the lapse of years and the loss of those 
illusions which once made the holiday the Mecca 
of the year. But as one’s life is renewed in the 
young lives that cling to one, there 
comes back with strange and almost sadden- 
ing naturalness the mysteries and the beauties 
of the past, teaching those whose hearts have 
not hardened beyond the chance of remoulding 
that in the happiness of others lie the possibil- 
ities of happiness for ourselves. Biest are they 
who in looking backward find but short inter- 
vals between the garlands of mistletoe hung 
over the doorway of their youth and the arches 
of Christmas green beneath which dance the 
happy feet of the little folk that one loves, 
Thus the joys of one’s childhood weave with 
unbroken chain into the joys of one’s children 
and are continued in the happiness of watch- 
ing even with aged eyes the reproduction of 
their own pleasures in theirchildren’s children. 

a” 
* * 

Barren lives are like those mountains with 
fertile soil only at their base; where as the 
explorer ascends he finds the vegetation dimin- 
ish, the air grow more chill until at last bleak 
and snow-capped the peak stands in frozen 
silence and solitude. Even the waters 
and the winds which come down into the 
valley from the glacier of selfish age, are 
fruitless and freezing, and one cannot but 
pity the life which has been upheaved beyond 
the warmth, the child songs and beauty of com 
panionship and fruitfulness. To unsympathetic 
selfishness Christmas cheer has no sweeter 
taste than the cold turkey of a railway restaur- 
ant and the clammy pudding of a crowded 
boarding house. Wealth may gild the service 
and guests throng the board of the selfish, but if 
there has been no sacrifice for the comfort and 
pleasure of others there is no peace offering on 
the altar, and there is no happy glow in the 
heart on the anniversary of the birthday of 
Christ. The new translation of the an- 
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gelic chorus is indeed appropriate, ‘“ Peace 
on earth to men of good will.” To 
those who regret the past and can scarce hope 
for future Christmas joys, what an infallible 
recipe for happiness this is. Show your good 
will toward your kind and peace will dwell 
with thee. Every joy of the past will come 
back again with sweetest refrain. More last- 
ing than pleasing memories, more satisfying 
than ambitious hopes, will be the inward spark 
of happiness from heaven which comes not 
except to the heart which for the day at least 
has rid itself of selfishness, Hoping that this 
will be the method by which you will endeavor 
to obtain it, I wish you, kind reader, a very 
merry Christmas. Don. 








Social and Personal. 


Truly no prettier sight has the season seen 
than the public hall of Upper Canada College 
on Saturday afternoon last, on the occasion of 
a conversazione given by the boys of the col- 
lege. And this year the committee succeeded 
in making the affair what it has never been be- 
fore, an affair for the boys. For though there 
were a few of Toronto's society lights there, 
the great majority of the fair sex present were 
those who are going to rule the ball-rooms 
three or four years from to-day. And if we are 
to judge by Saturday's gathering, Toronto will 
be even more noted for her pretty girls then 
than she is now. Among the tavorites were 
Miss Gale, Miss Edge, Miss Lizzie Lamport, 
Miss Amy Riordan, Miss Campbell, Miss Sybil 
Walker. A complete list of the guests would 
be very long, but among them I noticed the 
Misses Boultbee, May Monk, Moss, Massey, 
McKenzie, Mulock, L. Matthews, M. Matthews, 
Barker, Lillie Phillips, Taylor, Vallance, David- 
son, May Allen, Ethel White, T. Heward, Kate 
Crawford, Livingston, Kingsmill, Smith, Brown, 
Jones, Symons, Houston, Canniff, Burnside, 
Hoskin, May Hoskin, Millburn, Howland. The 
arrangements were splendid, the decorations 
of the dancing and supper rooms most artistic, 
the floor and music all that could be desired, 
and under the patronage of Mesdames Dick- 
son, Kingsmill, Moss, Boultbee and Lash all 
went merry as a marriage bell. The guests 
were unanimous in their expressions of de- 
light at the success of the whole affair. 





AsI pointed out not long ago afternoon At 
Homes seem to have lost much of the favor in 
which they have been held for several years. 
Recently, however, there has been a slight 
revival of this easy form of entertainment, and 
on Saturday afternoon of last week, I know of 
at least half a dozen. At Mrs, Scarth’s fine 
house on St. George street, there was a con- 
siderable crush and a very representative 
attendance which meant'success. Mrs. Wilson 
of Rosedale had invited only a few people, but 
had provided some excellent music. The 
Misses Knox of Spadina avenue north had 
also secured much musical talent, of which a 
portion was new to almost all these ladies’ 


guests. a 


Colonel and Miss Curry, who have been stay- 
ing here, left for England at the end of last 
week. Col. Curry is farming in the North-west. 
Miss Curry, in but a short visit, met with con- 
siderable social success. 


Mrs. Horne’s dance on Wednesday last was 
small, but in every way enjoyable. How wise 
is the hostess who is rigorous in suiting the 
number of her guests to the size of her house. 


There are rumors of a ball at Government 
House early in January. Thisevidence of Miss 
Campbell’s increased strength is a delight to 
society at large. There is also a likelihood of a 
large dance at a popular house on Simcoe street 
in the not very distant future. 

* 


Messrs. Grant Stewart and Bromley Daven- 
port have formed a small comedy company and 
have been on tour through the neighboring 
towns. I hear that both financially and artisti- 
cally the venture of these gentlemen has turned 


out a success, 
» 


Mr. and Mrs. Walter Ridout of Cobourg have 
been visiting some of their numerous relations 


in town. 
* 


Many Toronto people went to Hamilton last 
week to be present at the wedding of Mr. 
David Walker of Toronto, to Miss Osborne of 
Hamilton. Among the number were Mr. and 
Mrs. Wright, Mr. and Mrs. Frederic Moffatt, 
Miss Walker, Mr. and Mrs, Gibson, Mr. and 
Mrs, Alfred Cameron, 


Mr. H. J. Ince of Barbadoes, and late of To- 
ronto, was in town last week. 
- 


Miss Jessie McInnis of Dundurn, Hamilton, 
has been staying with her aunt, Mrs. James 
Strachan, on Richmond street. Miss McInnis 
has returned to Hamilton. 


Mr. and Mrs, Albert Townsend of Winnipeg 
have been staying with friends in town. Mr. 
and Mrs. Towrsend resided in Toronto for 
many years, and are thinking of taking up 
their abode here again. 


Ven. Archdeacon Buchanan of London, En- 
gland, has been spending a week in town. 


Mr. and Mrs. Jackson of Sydney, N.S.W., 
spent a few days here this week. Mr. and Mrs, 
Jackson are on their way home via San Fran- 
cisco, after a summer in England, and an 
autumn at Halifax. 


. 
Miss Alice McIntyre of Montreal has been 
staying with friends in Parkdale, 


” 

Mr. Leigh ot Detroit, Mich., has been spend 
ing a few days in town. Mr. Leigh is an athlete 
of repute. Lawn tennis is his special game, 
and he talks of coming here for the tournament 


next summer. ; 


The Misses Taylor of Chicago have been stay- 
ing with friends on Jarvis street. 


A large dance took place last week at the 
residence of Hon. S. ©. Wood, Avenue 


Road. Among those present were: Mr. and’ 


Miss Heward, Mr. and Mrs, Temple, Mr. and 
the Misses Ince, Miss Scott, Miss Miall of Oc- 
tawa, Mr. and the Misses Maule, Miss Ireland, 
Mr. and the Misses Dick, the Misses Chewitt, 
Miss Marsh, Miss Cameron, the Misses Scott- 





Scott, Messrs, Sidney Jones, Cassels, Senkler, 
Cokman, Boulton and Boddy. 
* 


Osgoode Tegal and Literary Soviety gave 


their thirty-fourth public debate on Friday. 


evening, December 13. The subject of debate 
was whether a third political party was neces- 
sary in Canada at the present time. The nega- 
tive was decided upon by the audience, to 
which Mr. G. T. Blackstock, the chairman, 
humorously alluded as a democracy. After the 
debate, the longed-for music was introduced, 
and students and friends flitted over the pol- 
ished floor through a well-arranged dance pro- 
gramme. Someof the dresses were very daintily 
pretty. Miss Cawthra worea handsome gown 
of black and white striped silk; Miss Beard- 
more, an especially pretty shade of pink; Miss 
McFarlane, pale blue silk and tulle; Miss 
Michie, pale lemon; Miss Bunting, a pretty 
dress of blue covered with white lace; Miss 
Wadsworth, black lace and ribbons; Mrs. 
Garratt, pale yellow; Miss Christie, a pretty 
gown of bright cardinal; Mrs. Bain, pink and 
green; Mrs. Falconbridge, black velvet. There 
were also present, among many others: Mr. 
and Mrs. D. Armour, Mr, Reeves, Mr. and Mrs. 
A. Gianelii, Miss Gray, Mr. and Mrs, Mc- 
Colough, Miss Paterson, Mr. and Mrs, Mc- 
Clean, Mrs. J. M. McFarlane, Mr. and Mrs, 
Cawthra, Mr. Grier, Mr. McKenzie, Mr. P. 
Rutherford, Mr, Ince, Mr, T. G. Blackstock. 
* 


Mrs. George Morphy of College avenue enter- 
tained a company of friends on Wednesday 
evening last. 


* 

Mrs. Macdonald of Bathurst street gave a 
delightful young people’s party on Friday 
night. S 


Mrs, Nanton, Jarvis street, will welcome a 
number of guests to a five o'clock tea to-day. 
° 


Mrs. Wilkes, Bloor street east, gave a charm- 
ing party for young people on Wednesday even- 
ing last. 


* 

The ranks of the bachelor officers of the 
Royal Grenadiers are becoming rapidly de- 
pleted. The latest addition to the roll of de- 
serters is Capt. Manley, the adjutant of the 
regiment since its re-organization, This will 
be a bombshell, and such a regimental order 
will no doubt still increase the bachelor deser- 
tions. The bachelor masters of the Collegiate 
Institute, of whom Capt. Manley is one, are also 
looking at one another in search of the next 
would-be benedict. The happy event referred 
to takes place at St. George’s church, Harris- 
ton,on December 24, The lady is Mrs, Gor- 


don of that town. 
?- 


Mrs. I. Richard-Fuller made welcome a large 
number of friends at a delightful At Home this 


afternoon. 
7 


The president and members of the Wycliffe 
College Literary Society held a conversazione 
on Thursday evening last, As is ever the case 
at Wycliffe, the evening was pleasurable in the 
extreme. Great care had been taken in the 
plans for enjoyment and comfort of the guests, 
and all united in agreeing that the hours spent 
were very delightful ones, 

° 


Mrs. H. Duggan was At Home to her many 
friends this afternoon and evening. 


Mrs. Coulson’s ‘“‘tea” on the evening of 
Thursday, December 12, was a decidedly pleas- 
ant event in social life. The hostess greeted a 
large number of guests, among whom were 
noticed: Mrs, Cosby, Miss Stewart of Port Hope, 
the Misses Arthur, Mrs. Haskins, Mrs. Daw- 
son, Mrs. and Miss Brough, Miss Greene, Mrs. 
Bruce Macdonald, Miss Smith, Mrs. G. E. 
Ryerson, Miss Parsons, Mrs. Brouse, Mrs, 
James Crowther, Mrs, Jarvis, Mrs. Kay, Mrs. 
Wyld and Mrs, Campbell McDonald. 


Amid the whirl of social life, the gay, weary- 
ing pursuit of Dame Fashion’s latest fancies, a 
few of Toronto’s leading society ladies find 
time for—cooking. Since the first of December 
classes for the imparting of knowledge in that 
very necessary art, have been in active opera- 
tion. The present system of conducting the 
movement grew out of a desire on the part of 
some of the ladies connected with the Young 
Women’s Christian Temperance Union to 


spread abroad a right method of preparing 


food. In addition to the instruction of young 
girls, and children of the very poor, a class has 
been organized, to which society ladies belong, 
They meet, eight of them, on certain days in 
the week, and prepare according to the best re- 
cipes, and under the supervision of skilled 
cooks, various dishes. They broi) and bake and 
steam and stew with, almost invariably, good 
results, It speaks weil for the future husband's 
comfort and health, that madame, even though 
she may not practice the art, shall yet be able 
to explain and exemplify its many mysteries 
to those who do it forher. Speaking seriously, 
society need never smile at those who are so 
wise as to wish to learn how to prepare food 
for the table by the best method and serve it 
in the most nutritious form. ? 


Mr. Jack Gray has been removed to the 
Sarnia branch of the Traders’ Bank. 


Mrs. H. L. Hime of Wellington place gave a 
large dance on the evening of Wednesday, 
December 11. The floor was pronounced in 
perfect condition, and though so many were 
present, the prettily-appointed and spacious 
rooms were not over crowded. Among those 
present were Mr. and Mrs. Percival Ridout, 
the Misses Todd, Miss Wadsworth, Miss Mabel 
Bright, the Misses Murray, Mr. Arthur Murray, 
Mr. Vaux Chadwick, Mr. Louie McMurray, 
Miss Ransom, Miss Barwick, Miss Gimson, Mr. 
Morson, Miss Morson, the Misses Robarts, Mr. 
T. H. McMillan, Mr, Cassels, Mr. Broughall, 
the Misses Smith, Mr. W. A. Smith, Mr. 
Capreol, Mr. Grant Halliwell, the Misses 
Fuller, Mr. Kingsmill, Miss Blossom Kings- 
mill, Mr. Ince, Mr. Thompson, Mr. Bogart, 
Miss Hall, Mr. Horace Hall, Mr. Hart, Mr. 
Corson, Miss Wade, Miss Wood, Mrs, Arkie, 
Mr. G, Harold Muntz, Miss Muntz. 


The school-room of Bloor street Presbyterian 
Church was well tilled on the evening ot Fri- 
day, December 13, to hear Rev. John 
Stenhouse lecture on the Evolution of Physi- 
ology. The lecture was highly instructivé, and 
the practical demonstrations of two classes of 


young women were very amusing. With deft 
and practised fingers they adjusted slings for 
wounded arms, and applied bandages with a 
surprising dexterity. Evidently they have paid 
the best of attention to the instruction of the 
young professor. ih 


Dr. and Mrs, Peaker entertained a small 
number of their friends at their home, 157 
Bathurst street, on Wednesday evening last. 
Among the guests were noticed: Dr., Mrs. 
and Miss Wilson, Mr. and Mrs, Lumsden, Miss 
Clarkson, Dr. and Mrs, Cavan, Mr. and Mrs. 
Fred Flett, Dr. Thistle, Mr. John Gray, Mr. 
Worts, Mr. and Mrs. Trent, Mr. George and 
Miss Peaker, Dr. Aikins and Miss Woodruff, 
Burnhamthorpe, Miss Kirkwood, Brampton. 
The pretty little hostess flitted among her 
guests, making each one feel the evening only 
too short. Music and dancing were indulged 


in until the ‘‘ wee sma’ hours.” 
. 


A Christmas eve entertainment for poor chil- 
dren, under tle auspices of the Children’s 
Fresh Air Fund Society, will be given to 
twelve hundred children in Shaftesbu y Hall, 
Tuesday evening, December 24. The pro- 
gramme mentions refreshments, music and a 
panoramic exhibition. = 


The students of Trinity Medical College were 
represented at the Royal College banquet, at 
Kingston, on December 17, by Mr. D. McLeod 


of Cannington. 2 


Mrs. Gregory of Hamilton and her daughter, 
Miss Helen Gregory, Mus. Bac. and B.A., 
Trinity University, Toronto, are visiting Wash- 
ington, and are the guests of their cousin, Hon. 
John Milton Gregory, LL.D., ex-Civil Service 
Commissioner for the United States, and form- 
erly President of the Illinois and Ann Arbor 
Universities. 


Mr. and Mrs. C. S. Boon of Bloor street east, 
together with their niece Miss Ida Boon, and 
Miss Fannie Armel, sister of Mrs. Boon, left 
last Tuesday afternoon for Bermuda, where 
they intend passing the winter after spending 
the Christmas holidays in New York. 


Mrs. Macdonald of 304 Wellington street 
west leaves next week on a six months’ trip 
round the world. Accompanied by her 3on and 
daughter she will sail from San Francisco early 
next month, and expects to visit Japan, India 
and Egypt before her return next June. Soci- 
ally Mrs. Macdonald is one of the most esti- 
mable hostesses in Toronto, though of late 
years absence and bereavement have put it out 
of her power to entertain as of old. All her 
friends hope she may return home with re- 
newed health and strength and resume once 
more her old place in society. It is rumored 
that Mr. John Macdonald will stop over in 
England and bring his bride home with him 
later on. 


A very successful Art Musicale took place 
last Wednesday at Derwent Lodge, the hand- 
some residence of Mr. J. E. Thompson. Among 
those present were: Mr. and Mrs. L. R. 
O’Brien, Mr. and Mrs. Lawrence Buchan, Hon. 
G. W. and Mrs. Allan, Judge and Miss Mc- 
Mahon, Mr. and Miss Pope of Ottawa, Miss 
Scott, Mr. and Mrs. Wick, Mr. and Mrs, Sher- 
wood, Mr. Carrington, Mr. J. C. Forbes, Mr, 
Forster, Mr. Hamilton McCarthy, Mr. and the 
Misses Ince and others. 

* 


At 200 Spadina avenue, on Wednesday even- 
ing, Miss Jessamine G. ‘Alien, eldest daughter 
of Mr. P. C. Allen, was married to Mr. Albert 
Ralston of Hamilton. The bride's gown, white 
satin en train, was profusely trimmed with 
pearl passementerie ; and she wore that bride’s 
prerogative—a veil and orange blossoms. Her 
attending maids, Misses Kate McCall and 
Maud Alien, were attired respectively in ashes 
of roses cashmere, and pink silk, each wearing 
pink rose-buds and a gold bracelet, the groom's 
gift tothem. The groomsman was Mr. Charlies 
Burholder of Hamilton. The wedding break- 
fast was furnished by Mrs, O'Leary, who, with 
her excellent staff of waitresses, conducted it 
in a commendable way. 


Among the wedding gifts I noticed a New 
York Sohmer piano from the bride’s father, 
Derby dinner service from the bride’s mother, 
brass table, brass easel and etching, bronze 
card tray, silver card receiver, statuettes, hand- 
some dressing-case, china tea service, feather 
fan and many pieces of silver, Dresden china 
and etchings. 


e 

The Ontario Society of Artists gave a dance 
in the Academy on Wednesday night. The 
affair was thoroughly enjoyable and remaik- 
able for its completeness in every detail. A 
lecture on Sculpture, by Mr. Hamilton Mce- 
Carthy, and musical numbers filled one side of 
the programme, and opposite fourteen dances 
and three extras showed where the later hours 
went, The music was excellent, and the re- 
freshments, served by CatererR. J. Lloyd, were 
tasteful in arrangement and composition. 
Among those present were: Hon. G. W. 
Allan, Mrs, and Mrs. L. R. O'Brien, Mr. and 
Mrs, Revel, Mr, and Mrs, Hy. Duggan. Mr. and 
Mrs. A. Patterson, Mr. and Mrs. Alley, Mr. O. 
A. Howland, Mrand Mrs, Neville, Capt. and Miss 
McGee, Mr. D. McMurchy, Miss Langstaff, 
Mr. McAndrew, M.P.P., and Mrs. McAndrew, 
Mr. and Mrs, J. L. Thompson, Mr. C. G. V. 
King of the Haytian Navy, Mr. and Mrs, 
Farrer, the Misses Lash, Mr. and Mrs, A. Cox, 
Dr, Peters, Mrs, Goff, Mrs. Mills, Mr. and Mrs, 
Enoch Thompson, Miss Wye, Mr. and Mrs, 


HAREM 


(Not the Sultan’s) 


CIGARETTES 


Ses 


CIGARETTES 








The Finest Turkish Cigarettes 


IN THE MARKET, 


TRY THEM 





eee 
Wickson, Mr. and Mrs. Stimson, Mr. Perc 


Maul, Mr. and Mrs. J. G. Beard, Mr. and Mrs. 
D. E. Cameron, Mr. and Miss Fahey, Miss 
Adams, Mr. and Mrs. Hirschfelder, Mrs. and 
Miss Christie, Mr. and Miss Hostetter, Miss 
Browne, Miss Roberts, Mr. E. Schuch, Mi:s 
Waltz, Miss Hannaford, Miss Stovin, Mr. 
and Miss Turner, Mrs. E. C. Rutherford, 
Mr. Jas. A. Macdonald, Mr. and Mrs. John 
Taylor, Mr. and Miss McMahon, Dr., Mrs, 
and Miss McConnell, Miss Barwick, Miss Ethel 
Dixon, Miss Ranson, Miss Hine, Miss Wads- 
worth, Mr. and Mrs, E. W. Phillips, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. McCausland, Mr. Fairclough, Mr, C. 
(Continued on Page Three.) 


NEW MUSIC 
NADJY 


PINS v0 0d Vee REI ORES NN SOD OSEvN 2 1.09 1h0058 o $1 26 
ND NUNN nn. bu WN gyS wb Anne phs 6n.5e.bb2i00tacdag ae 76 
WOM Fuse hsp.0.000656000-snesas exes contavetesiss seta 60 
MMI hak eaws Vu (ns sSUUC sabes coc bheincstecaee tan cas co) 
ROMER soci stsecciesdrccctscee SRaegiedcedeeeesen stash 60 
Lightly, Lightly (most popular song in the opera)..... _ 
We Are the Deities, dramatic song................... 40 


All ERMINIE MUSIC also, published by 
Anglo-Canadian Music Publishers’ Association, 
13 Richmond Street West. 


DIAMOND RINGS---SPECIAL PRICES 


$12, $14, $ 6 $18 
and $20 


There rings are 14 karat gold, 
single stones, white and very 
brilliant. Cut a paper the size 
of your finger and send with 
your orler. The above prices 
for the next two weeks only. 





‘ 





° > 


E. BEETON, High Grade Watch S; ecialist 
Opp. Post Office, Toronto 


WINTER RATES 


NOW IN FORCE FOR ALL 


T, ans-Atlantie acd Southern Passages 





BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8t., Toronto. 


FULL DRESS SHlnTS 


Gentlemen requiring a full dress shirt and not having 
time to order, can always find a full asssortment of sizes 
with us. We carry in stock at $1.50, 31.75, $2 and $2.25 
each, and can recommend the fit and excellent laundry 
work, the latcer we pay special attention to. 


Fawke’s White and Lavender Kid Gloves 


In various styles. Also 


White and Colored Evening Bows, Ties, Ete, 


All the very latest novelties in 


English and American Collars and Cuffs 


In stock. 


WHEATON & CO. 


17 King St. West, cor. Jordan 


REOOGNWED STANDARD BRANDS 


CIGARS 


MUNGO - - -— 
CAB.E- - - . 
SL PADRE -. - 


AND 


MADRE E HIJO 10 & I6c. 


THE BEST VALUE. 
THE SAFEST SMOKE. 
THE MOST RELIABLE. 


The Purest of the Pure, 


NO CHEMICALS. 
NO ARTIFICIAL FLAVORING. 
THE BEST VALUE. 
Miss M. MORRISON 


41 KING STREET WES? 


Having now returned frem New York, is pre 
a large and choice assortment ee 


MILLINERY NOVELTIES, 
NEW VEILINGS, Ete. 


Special attention has been given to the Dressmaking 
Department, which is complete with a select stock of 
Drees Goods and Dress Trimmings. 


MISSES E. & H. JOHNSTON 


122 KING STREET WEST, 
OPPOSITE THE ROSSIN HOUSE, 


—_——. 








5c. 
5c. 
10c. 


Miss Johnston has returned from Paris, 
York with a full line of 


Novelty Dress Goods and Trimmings 


PATTERN HATS AND BONNETS 
These goods are now being opened. 
THE FINEST DIAMUND 
RING 


Ever offered in the Dominion 

ent by registered post to any nddtees 

Sha ae reeee of pet Conia 2 
5. FRED WOLTz, ws 


41 Colborne street, Toronto, 


London and New 


fF 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 











Social and Personal. 


(Continued from Page Two.) 

Downes, Hon. G. W. Ross, Mrs. and Miss C. 
W. Armstrong, Miss Fiorrie Smith, Miss Miles, 
Mr. and Mrs, A. Cox, Miss Honora Taylor, Miss 
L, Taylor, Mr. J. W. L. Forster, Mr. R. J. Grif- 
fith, Miss Ince, Mrs. T. Christie, Miss Roberts, 
Mr. and Miss Matthews, Miss Stimson, Mr. 
and Mrs. G. H. Smith, Mr. and Mrs, J. C. 
Forbes, Mr. W. A. Sherwood, the Misses Scott, 
Miss Maggie Lloyd and Mr. A. Singlehurst, 
Liverpoo!, Eng.; Miss Simms, Chicago; Mrs. 
A. Patterson, jr.; M. C. J. Maraini, Mr. and 
Mrs. G. A. Reid. 


° 
The smoking coneert and supper given at 
Harry Webb's last night by the Toronto La- 
crosse Club was well attended, and pronounced 
decidedly enjoyable by those present. 
° 


Mr. R. J. Burdette, the humorist, was the 
guest of his cousin, Mrs, J. C. Bailey of Carlton 
street, during his stay in town. 


Court Rose, No. 18, C. O. F., held their annual 
ball and supper at Shaftesbury Hall last even- 
ing. The affair was an unqualified success. 





Robert Browning. 





Robert Browning, poet and dramatist, died 
at Venice, on Dec. 12. Mr. Browning was 
seventy-seven years of age, and his whole life 
was devoted to his beloved pursuit. Whena 
lad of twenty years he went to Italy to study, 
and his research of its customs and history 
colored much of his poetry. It has been said 
that Mr. Browning's productions were concen- 
trated essences of sou)-strength, too strong for 
ordinary minds; and it is certainly true that 
Many passages remain obscure after several 
readings. In 1846 he married Elizabeth Barrett, 
the gravely tender poetess, to whom he was a 
devoted husband during their married life of 
less than twen'y years, for she died in 1861. An 
edition of poems has lately been issued in Eng- 
land, simultaneous with the American one; 
and Browning's last thought was of it. He 
asked his son how they were selling, and to the 
reply that the edition was almost exhausted, 
he replied, ‘It is very gratifying.” 





Fascinating Rhea. 


Mile. Rhea was in, and would see me now, 
was the welcome message the bell boy brought. 

I had waited in one of the Rossin House par- 
lors for Mile.’s return from tbe matinee, keep- 
ing my eye with a fidgety interest, on a news- 
paper man, whose errand was identical with my 
own, 

‘“Come sit down. Iam pleased to see you,” 
said Rhea graciously as she advanced to greet 
me, 

Seating herself opposite, she talked of her 
play, and her art, and I looked and listened. 

I had followed Rhea about the stage, I had 
studied her face, and her every movement, de- 
ciding that she was a very lovely actress. 
Face to face with her I out-argued my previous 
convictions and felt that she was more—a good 
and noble: hearted woman. 

Her face is almost colorless, with a broad 
brow, a firm yet tender mouth, and a chin 
which is to me her most beautiful feature. It 
is rounded, decisive and yet so gentle and 
sympathetic, Rhea’s pretty red-brown hair 
was becomingly dressed, and in its auburn 
tinge matched her eyes. Such lovely eyes! 
The dazed, dull look in the orbs of the suffer- 
ing empress is gone, and Rhea the beautiful 
Frenchwoman, punctuates her sentences witb 
bright glances, 

Her voice is musical, very soft, very low. 
The English words trip on her foreign tongue, 
giving an indescribable charm to her conversa- 
tion. Very earnest in manner is Rhea, and 
the odd little shoulder shrug and hand gesture, 









Christmas bells, Christmas bells, 
Hark ! how jo) fully they ring ; 

How the heart with rapture swells, 
As the bells the pwan sing : 
Glory to the new-born King. 


os belle, ema 

rry peace and lighten care ; 

Till the sacred eehp atrcile ‘ 
Where the holy Syrian air 
Whispers o'er the story rare. 


Christmas bells, sacred bells, 
All partake cf thy delight ; 

On castled bergs, in lowly dells, 
For high and low and outcast wight, 
Weave for all thy wreath of light. 


Christmas belle, Christmas bells, 
Far and near the messaye fling ; 
Till each heart its rapture tells, 
Till all men Hosa na ring : 
Glory to the new-born King. A. 





which is often imitated but is never pretty if not 
natural, makes her tritest words animated 
with feeling. Truly she does not depend on 
her speech to convey her thoughts. They fly 
towards one from every feature of her pale, 
expressive face, and in every move of her 
pretty figure and hands, 

** You have seen my play,” she queried. 

** Yes,” I made answer, and my face told her 
I liked it. 

“Is it not good? Oh,I do so entirely love 
my part. Did you not like Napoleon? He is so 
grand a character.” 

**No, Mile.; I hated him.” 

**Oh,” with reproachful emphasis and glance, 
** You should not. He was very noble, and you 
must not judge him as you would an ordinary 

| man. He had so great a responsibility. Oh, 
yes, Ido admire him, and that,” touching my 
arm by way of emphasis, ‘‘ is why I make Jos- 
ephine so devoted a wite.” 

“Could you play it in France, Mile. ?” 

“No, oh, no,” with a positive shake of her 
head. 

| “It would not be allowed. There are 
too many of the old families. It could not be 
| Gone. But I have thought,” she continued, 
with great earnestness, “ to have it translated 
and play it in Hoiland and Belgium, but not in 
France.” 

There were knockings at the door, cards 
were being brought; Mile. had had no rest, 
and it was late. I knew I should not detain 
her longer in the interview which she so kindly 
gave me. 

** Come to see me when I come again to To- 
ronto,” she said, as I rose. 

Willingly I promised, and then with a clasp 
of her slim, delightfully-in-earnest hand, I left 
her, and wended my way along the corridors 
and down to the street, so delighted to have 
seen Rhea—the real Rhea, who was not Jose- 
phine. ELMINA. 


The Congress of Divided Petticoats in 
London. 








_—_— 
L 


Yet a step, yet « step, 

Yet a step onward, 

lato the meeting room walked 
Nearly a hundred. 

Forward, divided gown ! 
Come from all parts of town ! 
Into the meeting room walked 
Neaily a hundred. 


u. 
Forward, divided gown ! 
Was there a aingle frown? 
No, though they felt abashed, 
Housewife and spinster. 
Theirs now to make reply, 
Theirs now to reason why, 
Theirs now to come and try 
How they could help the cause, 
Down at Westminster. 


ut, 
Laughers to right of them, 
Chi ffers to left of them, 
Jeerers in front of them, 
Volleyed and thundered, 
Seeing them cross the street 
Bound for the sate retreat, 
For the great town hall gaunt 
There like with like to meet 
Nearly a hundred. 


IV. 
Flashed all their ready wit, 
Flashed as they bravely hit 
At those who think it st 
Women should wear their skirts 
Still undivided. 
Plunged into argument, 
Gave their disgust full vent 
At those poor sisters 
Who, on destruction bent, 
Would not be guided, — 
But who quite safely might 
Here be derided. 


% 
Friends to the right of them, 
Friends to the left of them, 
Frien 1s, too, before them, 
Cheered and applauded. 
Said they had aone full well, 
Said they would yet compel 
Others to join and swell 
Gladly their numbers. 
Then they grew gav and pert 
O’er the divided skirt, 
Which thus they lauded. 


vi. 

When will it end, this craze, 

Battling 'gainst skirts and stays? 

Some of us wondered. 

Women still wear draped gowns, 

Daring the angry frowns 

Of nearly a hundred. ° 

—St. James’ Gazette. 
a eel 

Sweet Singers Amenities. 


High Soprano— What do you think, my dear; 
I've been invited to sing into a phonograph. 
Then, of course, I am to have it repeated for 
me, and i'm so pleased at the novel idea of 
being able to hear myself sing as others hear 

'me that I can scarcely wait until the time 
comes, 

Mezzo Soprano—How delightful! 

H. S.—Isn't iu? And I'm so sorry that you 
are not going with me. I do so wish you 
could hear those sweet, rich, low toues of 
yours. 

M. S.—Have you selected something to bring 
out in full that wonderful upper register of 
yours? : 

H. S.—Way, certainly. I'm particularly de- 
sirous of hearing ay high notes. 

M. S. (very sweetly).—They say that though 
the phonograph records very faithfully one 
never recognizes one’s own voice. ell, 
must go now. I do hope, so much my dear, 
that you won’t Pe oe). mean that you will be 

leased. -bye, darling. 

| . H, 5. -Geod-bye, my love (soliloquizes). What 


a contemptibly jealous plece that thing is with 
her covert sneers. She always did envy me 
my clear, high notes. Good thing she can’t 
hear her husky old voice, 

M.S (as she wends her way, soliloquizes).— 
Silly lit letvol! Well, I tried to save her from 
the mortitication that is in store fot her. It’ll 
be a mercy to her if her piercing shrieks would 
shatter the machine, and a special intervention 
of Providence in favor of the man who owns it 
if they don’t.—Texas Siftings. 





Warned. 


“*Lookee here, Jim Shipton, I jist want yer 
to understand who itis yer sassin’,” cried an 
irate Dakota woman on the occasion of a trifling 
connubial eclogue between her husband and 
herself, 

“‘[ jist want ye to b’arin mind that it ain't 
none 0’ yer common, low-down Western women 
yer talkin’ to, but a lady born an’ raised in the 
state o’ Mizzoury an’ used to good manners, be 
gosh! A lady whose par was a Justice of the 
Peace, and one of the prominentest men in the 
town—a lady what useter sing in the choir, and 
who never knowed what it was to ’sociate with 
the common run o’ folks till she tuk up with 
you, dern yer picter! An’ don’t you prezoome 
to ra’se up an’ sass me as if yer was my ek’al, 
Jim Shipton! Don’t you dast do it !”—Drake's 
Magazine. 


<< 


Good Material In It. 


‘* How do you like that cigar?” 

** Well, I must confess——” 

“What?” 

“That I suspect some of it would have made 
an excellent pair of shoes,’— Merchant Traveler 








A Removal. 


A want long felt by housekeepers with 
limited accommodation at their disposal, is 
that of a Folding Bed, simple in construction 
and easily handled. Such a desideratum is 
supplied in the now well known ‘** Mantel Fold- 
ing Bed,” manutactured by H. P. Davies & Co. 
As will be seen iu our advertising columns, 
this firm has removed from their old stand on 
Church street to more convenient premises on 
Yonge street. We would advise our readers 
to take a look at their lines of snowshoes, 
toboggans, moccasins and children’s tricycles, 
We are sure they will be pleased with the in- 
spection, 





Not Good Poetry, But Facts. 


_ it; tryit. T[ryit; buyit. Best in the 
world, and nothing comes nigh it. Nonsuch 
Stove Polish makes no dust. Ditto—ditto— 
ditto—covers the rust. Easily applied. An un 
equalled shine. And use Mirror Varnish 
whenever you climb up on a step ladder to var- 
nish your stove pipes. 





Afternoon Receptions. 


The distinguishing difference between morn- 
ing (or business) and afternoon dress lies mainly 
in the delicacy of the accompaniments to the 
garments worn rather than in any radical dif- 
ference in the clothes that a man of taste dons 
in the afternoon. A lady not so many years 
ago wrote that she found to her surprise that 
the most expensive ciothes, the most absolute 
compliance with the cut and shape in vogue, 
was not enough when she began to go into 
Washington society. There must be added 
style! And herein lies the difference between 
the man of taste and the man who convention- 
ally follows merely the prevailing novelties. 
The man of taste will go home after bank hours, 
and in preparing himself for an afternoon re- 
ception will change his clothes from boots to 
hat. He will put on this season’s pantaloons 
shading on a dark steel or stone color. The 
coat must be of dark cloth, the plain rough 
Saxony or Vicuna cloth, or one of the new 
wide wale diagonals, a cutaway with three or 
four buttons cut rather low in the neck with 
vest cut as low, allowing ample space for the 
knot of a four-in-hand scarf. The overcoat 
should be of dark material, ———s as near 
as possible the under cutaway coat. It may be 
worn with a facing according to the fancy of 
the wearer. The fashionable West End Tailor 
having just received an excellent consignment 
of these goods would invite your early inspec- 
aa A. Taylor, No. 1 Rossin House 

oc 





ROSENBAUM’S BAZAAR 


159 King Street East---the Market 
Is now ready for visitors to inspect the 


CHRISTMAS GOODS 


OUR KID BODY DOLLS 


With Unbreakable Heads, Shoes, S lk Stockings, Gloves, 
&c., at 25e. are selling very fast. 


No Trouble to Show Goods 


eXmsems Sone 


PRESENTS 


18e. te $1 each buys an elegantly hand embroidered 
Insh Linen Handkerchirf. 

t5e. to $1,50+Silk Handkerchiefs in great variety. 

Si4e. ouys 3 Fancy Handkerchiefs ia a box. 

42he, buys 3 Plsin Linen Ha. dkerchiefs in a box. 

J5c.. 95c. and $1.25 buys one-half doz. Handkerchiefs 
in handsome boxes. 

$3 to $10 buys a good Dress. 

Fur Muffs and New Victoria Collars from $1.25 to 15 
each. 

Boas of All Kinds 


Jackets, Mantles and Silks for Usefal Presents 


XMAS 
TOILET NoVELTIES 


AND 


PERFUMES 


Bingham's Pharmacy 


100 Yonge St. 


| 
| -——___— 






W. A. MURRAY & CoO. | 


Are now showing the Finest Stock of FIRST-CLASS DRY GOODS ever shown retail in 
the Dominion. Although our Sales for October were the largest we have ever had, 
still our stock is too large, and with a view of largely reducing the same, 


WONDERFUL BARGAINS 


will be offered all THIS MONTH in Every Department. Every Lady in Town or 
Country will not only get the finest stock in the Dominion to choose from, but they 
will save money by doing theie FALL AND WINTER SHOPPING at 


W. A. MURRAY & CO’S 


17,19, 21, 28, 25 and 27 KING STREET EAST, and 12 COLBORNE STREET, TORONTO 
——EeEeee=E=S=SEEEeEeeeeEEEE 


Gi DORENWEND’S | TRY OUR NEW PATENT 


Hair Dressing Rooms | 


Is where the ladies of Toronto go to have 
their hair attended to. 


Cutting, Shampooing, | 
Singing, Dressing, &c. 
Ladies attended to at their residences. j 
Hair Dressing for Parties, Balls, Enter- 
tainments, Etc. Appointme:ts can be 
made by telcphone. Dorenwend also 


carries the largest stock of Hair Goods in 
Canada. 


Ladies’ Frontpieces, Bangs, Wigs, 
Switches, Etc. j 
Gents’ Toupees, Wigs, Etc. | 


Lh ‘A. DORENWEND 
Paris Hair Works, 103 and 105 Yonge Street 
TELEPHONE 1551. 









YATISI 
YATISI 
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| 
ERFUMERY | 


ae 
A very choice selecti n of the best brands of per- 


This is the most perfect-fitting and 
fumes always in stock, inc'uding Lubin’+, Atkinson’s, Rick- 


secker’s, Lundborg’s, Colgate’s, Raymond's, Genuine | Comfortable corset in the market. 
Cologne, Vio'et Water, Fiorida Water, &. 

A E, FAWCETT, Dispensing Chemist 
67 King Street West . - - Toronto 
Telephoiie No. 73. 


Ladies Hair Goods and Hair Ornaments 


Xmas Presents 


Many ladies would appre- 
ciate more an article wanted 
for comfort or style in the 
shape of a nice long Hair 
Switch cr a stylish Front- 

jece than many cther art- 
icles. Real Tortoiseshell and 
Amber Combs and Pins or 
fine cut Steel Pins are also 
very suitable for Xmas pres- 
ents. Armand’s Hair Store 
has a great steck of nice lo»g 
Hair Swit hes, also the latest 
styles in Frontpieces are Ar- 
mand’s new Pompadour and 
Wavy Bang with a slight part- 
ing. Entirely new styles. For restoring Gray, White, 
Red, Faded or Bleached Hair use Prof. A. Chevalier's Ex- 
tract of Walnuts. All RECAMIER PREPARATIONS to be 
had at ARMAND's HAIR STORE 


407 Yonge Street 407 . a Toronto, Ont, 


MRS. MILLER 


(LATE OF 100 YONGE ST.). 7 


Modiste. Dress & Mantle Maker STOVEL &CO. 


: LADIES’ TAILORS 
ey ere COSTUME AND HABIT MAKERS 


HOLIDAY GOODS 


Black Basket Raisins New Grenoble Walnuts 
e oe oe 


Crompton Corset Coy 


Sole Manufacturers for the Dominion 
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315 SPADINA AVENUE 


EVERY HOUSEHOLDER ew Grenoble Walr 


Blu 
SHOULD USE Finest Dehesa Clusters “ Brasil Nuts 


EDWARDS’ DESICCATED SOUP | »==*vases tite | won ute 


Finest Malaga Grapes 
ri “ Florida Oranges 
. nest Vostigga Currants 
The cheapest and most nutritious food obtainable, its «84 ‘ 
force value as a food being three and a half times that cf sane Renies 





“* Messina Lemons 
"own Fete “tet eat fate 

* rown Figs eels, the st 
equal weight of beef. ‘*  Crystalised Figs world 


GR AVIN A Pickles, Sauces, Capers, Olives, French and Canadian 


Canned Goods, Full line French Cry stalised Fruits. 
(Edwards’ Gravy Powder) Inspection invited. 


a v i ‘ 
beng riglent to protucanexceienr gravy." | THE GEO. W. SHAVER CO. 
enue aon : oes a Sole Manufacturers, | Telephone 1850. 244 Yonge and 2 Louisa Sts. 
UEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY. 


BERMUDA 


TerontoBusinessGolleve) “wae ergs 


Trinidad and West Indies—-FORTNIGHTLY. A. AHERN, 
Is undoubtedly the 


Best Commercial and Shorthand School 





BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge 8St., Toronto. 


NORTH GERMAN LLOYD 


Fast route to London and Continent. Express steamers 
twice a week from New York to Southampton (LonZon, 
Havre and Paris) and Bremer. 


j “ERs: - Ree Wednesday, Dec. 25 
For young Ladies and Gentlemen EG MEM. eb aes sche Welumae, Jan. 1 
to attend C.D PE ii sivites baa58s Wednesday, Jan. 8 


Clyde built steamers. Palatial equipment. OELRICHS 
& CO., 2 Bowling Green, New York. 


| BARLOW CUMBERLAND, 72 Yonge S8*., Toronto 
HE BEST PLACE IN THE CITY IS 


CUNNINGHAM’S JEWELRY STORE 
For Manufacturing New Designs in 
Jewelry, Diamonds and Watches 
77 Yonge St., 2 Doors North of King 





Send 2 cent stamp for their large 
1 ew prospectus. Address 
J. M. CROWLEY 


Corner Yonge and Shuter Streets, Toronto, Can. 


“X. LADIES REMEMBER ><“, 


Morison’s Great Holiday Sale 


Sea'ette Mantles | Trimming and 
Costume Silks 


Plush Do'ma s 
Evening Shades 


Pattern Mantles 
| in Henriettas 


and Jackets 
500 Cashmere and Stuff Dress Lengths 
50. Combination Costumes at $3, $3.50 and $4 waiBtice 


HANDKERCHIEFS 


Pongee, India Embroidered 
and China Silks Fancy Borders 
Fine Irish Linen | Large Assortment 
and Lawn | of Coloriogs 


ASTONISHING BARGAINS in Every Department for 
MONC AY and TUESDAY 








DCIS MORIN & 00. -22522 
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THE Toronto SATURDAY NIGHT 
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BDMUND E. SHEPPARD ~ - Editor. 
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SATURDAY NIGHT is a twelve-page, handsomely illus- 
trated paper, published weekly and devoted to its readers. 


Office, 9 Adelaide Street West, Toronto. 
TELEPHONE No. 1709. 


Subscriptions will be received on the following terms : 








Ome Year ......cccceecereccecnesceees 82 ee 
Six Months ..........000e-eeeeeeneeee 1 66 
Three Months..........---se+eeeeeees be 


No subscription taken for less than three months. 
Advertising rates made known on application at the busi- 
ness Office. 
AE SHEPPARD PUBLISHING CO. (Luuitsp), Proprietors 
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Lake Lyrics and Other Poems. 


Up from the Atlantic coast Mr. W. W. Camp- 
hell sends these poems with his greetings to 
Oatario readers. The poet belongs to this 
province ; he lived his boyhood and youth on 
the shores of the Georgian Bay, and this it 
must be that he calls “the heart of the lakes.” 
The music of its waters haunts him yet and 
breaks forth again in these verses. In divers 
tones the poet sings: now ‘ 

** Midnight surfs are booming 
Thunders of wintry woe over the spaces wan.” 
And anon when August evening comes on: 
** Cool silvery ripples pave 
The sands and rustling reed beds. Now begin 
Night’s dreamy choruses, the murmurous din 
Of sleepy voices.” 

So the poet holds intimate communion with 
the forms of Nature, and to him they speak a 
various language. To the lake his spirit turns 
for rest and refreshing from the cares of arti- 
ficial living. There he finds sympathy and con- 
solation when mortal griefs strike him, and 
there, too, when joys come to him the waters 
seem to beat in more melodious measures upon 
the enchanted shores. For perchance he found 
love here and all delight, walking under the 
moonlit sky, drifting over the rippling water. 

From these multitudinous murmurs and sub- 
lime distances, this infinite vastness of waters 
and over-arching skies, Mr. Campbell draws 
not only esthetic satisfaction but a philosophy 
of life and a basis of religion. 

The theory of life held by many poets oJ 
nature is not of a noble or inspiring order. 
It is passive, sensuous, selfish. Such is the 
ideal, perhaps, for vacation afternoons. But 
the days of work and duty demand higher 
things of us. Certainly in some ways we 
may ourselves rest and grow sitting on the 
beach and listening to the swish of the waves 
at our feet, or idly watching the white gulls 
sleeping on the blue expanse. But if we stop 
at this wherein lies the virtue? Hereby we 
surely seek only our own advantage,and do not 
even the publicans the same? 

If we had judged by some single poems we 
might have concluded that Mr. Campbell up- 
held this.poetic theory also. But it is not so. 
Else could not the poet have written in his 
Invocation to the Lakes : 

** From sky and wave I drink thy nectared draught, 
From jeweled brim that stars of heavea span : 
When, lo, ’tis love for God my heart hath quaffed, 
And sympathy for man.” 

The book is divided into three parts. In the 
first part, while all are good, perhaps most 
readers would specially admire The Winter 
Lakes, Keziah, August Evening on the Beach, 
and On the Ledge. 

Part Il. entitled, Snowflakes and Sunbeams, 
was published separately a year ago, a beauti- 
ful little booklet full of dainty and tender 
poems which received just praise from all 
readers. 

The Other Poems make up Part III. In two 
of these, Lazarus and A Lyric of Love, Mr. 
Campbell has probably reached the highest 
ground he has yet attained. High ground it is 
indeed, not simply relatively to the author 
himself and to Canadian poetry, but abso- 
lutely. Some people object to comparisons, 
that is the only way wecan measure things. 
Let it be said, then, concerning this collection 
of Mr. Campbell's poems, that they place him 
quite in the front rank of the younger poets of 
to-day, wherever they may live, who write in 
the English language. 

Let it be remembered though that there are 
other lake pictures not so beautiful to contem- 
plate as those that Mr. Campbell shows us. It 
would not seem that our poet ever had any 
part or lot in the great tragedies of which the 
upper lakes, and especially the Georgian Bay, 
have been the sad theatre. Storms indeed, 
and rockbound coasts Mr. Campbell describes 
in forceful words. But he shows us no spec- 
tral ships driving to destruction through the 
darkness or the snowstorm ; we hear no crash 
of timbers on reefs of iron, we see no headlong 
plunge of shattered vessel down to the infinite 
depths of death. 

Sad was the story of the Wabuno, lost here 
ten years ago with never a soul saved nora 
body washed ashore, and only some bits of 
wreckage found that perhaps belonged to her. 
And does not the poet remember the Jane 
Miller that sailed away from his native port 
two years after this and was never heard of 
again? Again two years and the propeller 
Asia foundered on the Georgian Bay in a fear- 
ful storm with two hundred people on board, of 
whom only two escaped. 

This too is Nature. If our poets tell us of 
her bounty and kindness alone, they give us 
only half pictures. Perhaps it may be said that 
Mr. Campbell views the lakes for the most 
part as a landsman and from the shore. There 
is little reference to life on the lakes, the 
labors and pleasures of those who go down on 
these inner seas in ships, the life of the sailor 
and the fisherman, the sail-boat of the summer 
cruiser for pleasure and the aboriginal birch 
canoes and dug-outs which are most to be seen 
in these upper waters. This Mr. Campbell has 
before him. In so far only does this book come 


short of being a panorama of lake views and 
a full orchestra of lake voices. 

In mechanical workmanship this volume is a 
credit to Canadian book-making and to the 
taste of the author. The type, the ink, the 

are all excellent, and the press-work and 

ing leave nothing to be desired. Indeed 

it is the best looking and best bound book in 

cloth that has been issued by a Canadian house 
for a long time. A. STEVENSON, 


ed 
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The Bostonians made a welcome visit to the 
Grand Opera House last week. It was welcome 


because they have a good company, and because 


they gave us three complete novelties, and one 
opera which had been done here only once be- 
fore, if my memory serves me correctly. The 
novelties were Ambroise Thomas’ Pygmalion 
and Galatea, Varney’s Musketeers and De 


Koven’s Don Quixotie, the latter being pro. 


nounced in the English style. Of the first, the 
strongest impression I received in the early 
part of che evening was that the dresses of the 
classic Grecian period harmonized better with 
a Renaissance stage setting than one would at 
first expect. Why is it that opera companies 
who play a repetoire, and not one work alone, 


pay so little attention to the scenic details ? 


Stage managers of opera companies seem.to 
think that any sets of scenery will do for them, 
and the result is that, as a rule, we find the 
meanest, most miserable and cold looking stage 
whenever a opera company comes. This cold- 
ness of aspect was not relieved by the small 
houses which attended the performances. The 
meagre attendance was, I believe, largely due 
to the increase in prices, a proceeding which 
must have deterred many from going. Why 
the Bostonians should charge $1.50 in Toronto, 
when they can get only $1.00 in Boston, is one 
of those things that only a manager can ex- 
plain. 


The principals were very good indeed. Miss 
Marie Stone especially sang well, and acted 
creditably, but she seemed to be afraid of 
the footlights and looked midway up the 
depriving her 
action of life and snap. Miss Jessie Bart- 
She is a 
very handsome woman with a noble voice and 
Tom Karl, 
who has not been here fora good many years, 
surprised me by his good acting and by the 
good preservation he has maintained for his 
The basso, Mr. Eugene Cowles, has a 
splendid voice but he has a dreary gesture, 
which he uses on all occasions, and which has 
In this respect 
there was a small flavor of the amateur in 
of 
which comes of 
a,thorough acquaintance with stage craft. 
A notable exception, however, was Mr. H. C. 
Barnabee, whose comicalities were rich and 
Miss 
Juliette Corden also showed herself a very 
competent actress as well as a most pleasing 


stage most of the time, 
lett Davis was simply delightiful. 


considerable: histrionic ability. 


voice, 


to do duty for all the emotions. 


most of the few 


them having the 


company, 
ease 


very 


varied, while being perfectly refined. 


singer. 


. 


The chorus was excellent, and it would be 
difficult to find a body of twenty voices to sur- 
Full, 
strong voices, every one of them good, and a 
fine balance of tone made this one of the 
The or- 
chestra, though small, was very efficient under 
Mr. Studley’s baton and helped largely to 
the most 


pass that carried by the Bostonians. 


strongest features of the company. 


make the Bostonians one of 
effec‘:ive opera companies we have had in 
Toronto. 
ment, only in Don Quixote many points were 
lost in finales by the sudden subduing of the 
brass when the curtain fell. I did not hear the 
company’s performance of Mignon or The Mus- 
keteers, but was more than pleased with the 
performances of the other operas. Pygmalion 
is not as strong a work as Mignon, but con- 
tains many beauties. 


cellence. It has some good solos, a fine quar- 
tette, and a lovely duett, but the chorus work 


is very commonplace, especially a march which 


is the veriest twaddle. 


The people who did not go to the Academy 
of Music on Monday evening to hear little Otto 
The little chap 
plays beautifully. He has a rare gift of 
patience which enables him to give an artistic 
turn to his work, that no one would expect 
in so young achild. His prettiness goes far to 
make him popular with an audience, and this 


Hegner missed a rare treat. 


favorable impression is only strengthened by 
the excellence of his playing. He is artistic to 


a degree, and in power and dash he excels 


many grown up players of considerable merit. 
His rendering of the Spinning Song from 
the Flying Dutchman was delightful in its 
phrasing and execution. Of the Rubinstein 
Valse Caprice he gave a very elegant interpre- 
tation, working up to a tremendous presto. 
His reading of the sonata must have pleased 
all musicians present. In short, the lad is a 
wonder in technique, execution, and artistic 
feeling, as well as in a most retentive memory, 
which enables him to play all his repertoire 
without the music. 


The Mendelssohn Quintette Club has rarely 
played better than it did on this occasion. Ex- 
treme elegance of tone, and a well-balanced 
ensemble restore it to the excellence of 
its palmiest days. Fewer changes than usual 
have been made in its personnel, and 
in this the veteran, Thomas Ryan, shows his 
good judgment. People had got a little tired 
of seeing an entire change of faces at each 
visit, besides which the conclusion was so 
often forced upon its auditors that the club 
had not played together long enough to attain 
to its own high standard. On Monday evening 
the addition of a double bass made the reper- 
toire of the club more varied than usual, with 
the best results. A gem was Mr. Obliger’s 
violin solo Wieniawski's Souvenir de Moscow. 
Mr. Ohliger has improved in breadth and style, 
and now plays most charmingly. His encore, 
Trewumerei, was exquisitely played and accom- 
panied. The vocalist, Mrs. Pemberton-Hincks, 
was hardly up to the standard of such a com- 
bination. 


” 

On the same evening a very interesting con- 
cert of chamber music was given at Victoria Hall 
by Mr. Carl Martens, assisted by Mrs. Adamson, 
Miss Lina Adamson, Mr. Karl Schmidt, Mr. 
Franz Wagner, Miss Massie, and Miss Cowley. 
The evident enjoyment of the audience of 
fairly large dimensions, showed that the. taste 
for chamber music exists in this city in suf- 
ficient strength to call for some more per- 
manent plan than can be offered by the enter- 


Its playing was directed with judg- 


Don Quixote is an Am- 
erican production, and is very uneven in ex- 


prize of one man. A novelty was a waltz 
for four celli, by Fitzenhagen, which pro- 
duced a very rich tonal effect. Mrs. 
Adamson played Vieuxtemps Reverie, with 
fine execution and with great taste. 
This lady isat her best and should be heard 
oftener in our concerts. An important addi- 
tion to our instrumental forces is Mr. Karl 
Schmidt, who played Servouis’ Concert Mili- 
taire in fine style. He has a brilliant robust 
tone, excellent judgment, and a thoroughly 
artistic pertormance. Very pleasing vocal 
numbers were contributed by Miss Fanny 
Pringle and Mr. E, W. Schuch. 
* 


The Toronto Voeal Society has completed its 
arrangements for its concert on January 16. 


The visiting talent will be Miss Hortense 
Pierse and Mile, Etelka Utassy, in addition to 
whom Torontonians will have the pleasure of 


of again hearing Miss Nora Clench. 


The new St. Paul’s Roman Catholic Church 
will be opened to-morrow. The musical ser- 
vice will be Mozart’s First Mass, sung under 
the direction of Mr. Richardson, with Miss Mc- 
Elderry as organist. 


This night week we shall have the great 


treat of hearing Sarasate and D'Albert, two 


artists who are hardly exceeded in their re- 
spective fields. 


I hear from various recipients of the honors 


to be distributed by the College of Organists, 


Canada, that Associates are being made on the 
strength of programmes played by them, sub- 


mitted to Mr, Warren of New York, who 


judges of the efficiency of the candidates 


simply by the character of the music on these 
programmes. 


are reintorced by newspaper notices, 


be frowned down, 


There is, at present, just a little too much 
of the grabbing after ornamental initials on 
the part of professional people, whose vanity 
is greater than their modesty or honesty. 
Musicians themselves know well enough how 
much value to attach to these alphabetical 
honors, when they are secured by piratical 
annexation, or by such means as those in ques- 
tion, but the poor, innocent, and unsuspecting 
public still attaches a mysterious and super- 
natural value to those cabalistic letters, and 
those who have heretofore been common, 
everyday clay, suddenly assume the garb of an 
angelic order of musicians in the eyes of 
the public when such distinctions are paraded. 
It is time such humbugging should be 
put a stop to. The English College of Organists 
demands from aspirants to its honors a most 
rigorous examination in both paper and practi- 
cal work, and its distinctions convey an un- 
questionable recognition of the wearer’s music-. 
ianship. Why our Canadian society, using the 
same initials as a badge of musical knighthood, 
should distribute its ribbons, so to speak, upon 
the mutual admiration plan, is known only to 
the disciples, in its ranks, of Artemus Ward's 
principle of ‘‘ You scratch my back, and I'll 


scratch your’n.” METRONOME, 





The Drama. 





Shakespeare wrote Hamlet and played the 
It does not always follow 
that the man who can write 4 great play can 
play a great part in it, or that a great actor can 
produce a successful play. The mental attri- 
butes necessary to the successful impersonation 
ofacreated character, while totally different from 
those required to conceive and portray the same 


part of the ghost, 


character, are also rarely found in conjunction 


with them. In our own time the name of Dion 
Boucicault is the only one which suggests itself 
asthe man who in himself combines success- 
fully the actorand playwright. And in looking 


backward through dramatic history, though I 


recall the names of many playwrights who 
donned both sock and buskin and “ fretted 


their brief half hour,” yet few of those that 


occur to me would have survived the rude 
buffetings of time had their fame rested solely 
on the histrionic merits of their owners. Never- 
theless I have always been curious to see an 


author appear as one of the persons in his own 
drama. I have always felt that the man who 


conceived a character, and who of all men best 


understood it, could infuse it with a subtle 


understanding that no other actor could hope 


to attain. But up to the present time my 
expectations have found realization in one man 
only ; that was Boucicault. ~ 


Mr. Duncan B, Harrison has been posing as 
playwright and star at the Grand this week 
with very indifferent success, In fact Mr. 
Harrison has had that scriptural allusion to 
the prophet’s lacking honor in his own country 
very painfully rubbed in, tor he is said to be a 
native of this city. That fact, unfortunately, 
makes him none the better dramatist or actor, 
but one wouldthink it should have brought 
him better patronage here. Toronto, however, 
is getting too big to enthuse over any man for 
the sole reason that he happens to be her son. 
From seeing Mr. Dancan B. Harrison in his 
own play, The Paymaster, I have formed the 
opinion that his talent runs to that of the ex- 
ponent rather than to creative or literary abil- 
ity. The Paymaster is a play that will not 
bear much critical analysis. It reminds one 
very much of thcse essays of budding writers 
which editors often receive and which 


need a great deal of “licking into shape” 


before they are fit fur publication. It lacks 


ward which is the life of a drama. Again, 


It is not pleasant to be com- 
pelled to give adverse criticism on what should 
be a step in a progressive direction on the part 
of Canadian musicians, but I think that most 
organists who have done severe and honest 
work in their respective fields will agree with 
me, that if the distinctions to be awarded by 
the College of Organists are to have any weight, 
it is first of all necessary that they should be 
based on a hearing of the performances of can- 
didates, not upon the mere fact of certain pieces 
having been played, or attempted to be played, 
by such candidates, even if the programmes 
This 
question was treated with some candor in this 
column a few months ago, and the statement 
was, in consequence, made by the authorities 
of the embryo College, that examinations 
would govern the distribution of its honors. 
The present action is not in accordance with 
this statement, and in the interest of honest 
workers in the field of music, all attempts to 
convey honors on mere hearsay evidence should 





































The old man said yesterday that he had one 
son-in law on him already, and that he would 
never have another,— Puck, 


NIGHT. 








coherence in many places and that flowing on- 


nearly all the conclusions are toreseen by the 
spectator long before they are reached. _ 
* 


The acting of the star sh6wed some points of 
excellence. He has a fine stage presence and a 
strong and fairly well modulated voice, His 
face is rather impassive, but his movement and 
gesture are easy and graceful. If Mr. Harrison 
could be induced to curb his young ambition 
somewhat, go a trifle slow for a while, give up 
writing plays and work hard, he might soon 
become a very capable actor. Of the company 
supporting him, Mr. Neil O’Brien and Miss 
Annie Allistondoratherclever work. Thescenic 
arrangements of the play are very good, and a 
tank of real water is used into which the hero 
dives several times during the course of the 
play. An imitation of a small cascade with 
water was a very interesting bit of realism. 

* 





Christmastide. 





For Saturday Night. 
I may not go to night to Bethlehem, 
Nor follow star directed ways—ncr tread 
The paths wherein the shepherds wa'ked, that led 
To Christ, and peace, and God's good will te men, 


I may not hear the Heratd Angel's song 

Peal thro’ the oriental skies, nor : ee 

The wonder of that Heavenly company 
Announce the King the world had waited long, 


‘The manger throne I may not kn: el before 
Or see how man t » God is reconciled, 
Thro’ pure St. Mary's purer, holier Child, 


rp OSE Coghlan will commence 
= The human Christ these eyes may not adore. 


a week’s engagement at the 
Grand Opera House on Mon- 
day evening, December 23. 
It isa pleasure to announce 
= the appearance of this charm- 
ing actress and Mr. Sheppard 
is to be congratulated on his 
selection of this star for his 
Christmas attraction. Miss Coghlan will 
appear in an excellent repertoire which will 
enable Toronto people to judge of her versa- 
tility from seeing her in a number of strong 
and widely differing characters, On Monday 
and Friday evenings she will play Forget 
Me Not, an excellent play which has 
been before the public for a number of 
years and has always been a success. The 
leading role in this piece isa very exacting one 
and Miss Coghlan’s interpretation of it has 
never been surpassed by any actress. On Tues- 
day evening and Xmas matinee she will appear 
in Jocelyn, the role in which she made such a 
hit here last year. On Wednesday evening 
and Saturday matinee she will play Peg Wof- 
fington, Chas. Reade’s famous character in 
which Coghlan achieved such success in New 
York that for along time she was known as 
Gotham’s Peg. On Saturday evening she will 
appear as Lady Gay Spanker in Boucicault’s 
London Assurance. This engagement will 
likely be one of the fashionable and artistic 
events of the season. 






I may not carry frankincense and myrrh 
With adoration to the Holy One, 

Nor gold have I to give the Perfect Son 
To be with those wise kings a worshipper. 


Z 





¢ 





Not mine the joy that Heaven sent to them, 
For ages since time swung and locked his gates, 
But I may kneel without—the star still waits 
To guide me on to Holy Bethlehem. 
E. PAvLins JOHNSON. 


His Christmas 


For Saturday Night: 
Strange how a fellew is whirled 
Here and there over the wor'd, 
Stranger how time slips away, 
*Ti+, I declare, Christmas Day, 
And I two days’ travel from home 
Dining restaurant fashion alone, 





Waiter ! Come on with your spread, 

Though my heart feels as heavy as lead 

At the notion of thus sitting down 

All alone ia this cold-heart.d town. 
‘Atip? You shall have it, my son— 

And, look you, a quart of good Mum m.” 


Gad! this fizz is as cheerless as tea, 

Or there’s something the matter with me. 

Waiter ! take all that layout away, 

I'm nos in the humor to-day— 

The turkey’s been roasted to death 

And that “ plum duff” would stop a man’s breath. 


What's the time—half-past six? So it is— 
There’s a trifls more life in this fizz, 

And I’m going it here all alone 

While they are just starting at home, 

In the dear old home-nest over there 

With one cover short and one chair. 





Over at the Toronto this week the Vaidis 
Sisters Novelty Company have been literally 
jamming the house every night. Evidently a 
large portion of Toronto’s public are firm in 
the conviction that ‘‘ Variety is the spice of 
life.” Be that as it may, the managers of the 
Vaidis Sisters are traveling this season with 
one of the best variety aggregations that comes 
to this town. Although the company is much 
the same as when here last winter, the per- 
formance as a whole has been improved and is 
better staged than formerly. Of the Vaidis 
Sisters I can but repeat what I said before and 
give them due credit for their marvellous skill 
on the revolving trapeze. A new feature they 
have added is the walking with the head down- 
ward along a ladder suspended. horizontally, 
hanging to the rungs by their toes. Among 
the other attractions on the programme the 
wonderful balancing tricks of Monsieur Bellac 
excited muchcomment. Todescribethese would 
require more space than can be spared here. 
A dwarf, three feet two inches high, created 
much fun with his songs and dances. Keller, 
the human enigma, who makes much the same 
use of his hands and arms that other people do 
of ‘heir legs and feet, is a novelty worthy of 
Barnum. With the exception of the horizontal 
bar performances of Napier and Marzello the 
rest of the programme consisted of song and 
dance and a comedy skit called Little Lord 
Fond of Rye, burlesquing Mrs. Burnett’s well 
known book and play. These parts were very 
laughable and for the most part well executed. 

* 


There’s the ‘‘ Guy.” smiling over the bird 

As he carves—Gad ! the scene’s getting blurred— 
And the rest of ’em—yes, and the Mater, 

The dear little—Confound you, waiter-r ! 

You must have spilled pepper, my eyes 

Are burning— Now, none of j our lies ! 
























































Waiter-r-r! This boshell’s all done, 

D’ye call that a full quart of Mumm ? 

Go on now—you can’t hocuss me, 
D'ye—hic !—think a feliow can’t see ? 
Bring anozzer! Yep, pint’s what I said— 
D'ye you think-ic! I'm offa my head ? 


Waiter—you’r horr-bul ass— 

What—hic! I care for o!e glass; ? 
Bring-nuzzer—hic !—besh-in—ic !—shop— 
O! you think 1uebb3—ic—I-besh-stop ? 
Whaffer-I-besh-stop—splain—ic—me 
Or-I’ll-’ammer—ic—blank-noaoff —See ? 


Waisher !—hic—helps-on-wizzur-coat— 
Yesh—I’m full-but—ic—jish letter-float. 
Push-zat-inner-pocket —ic—mags-sheer 
Onner-come-to-a-f<ll-wunzer-year, 
Ish-wayoff-from: people-ole-fell, 
An-weesh-jess-canner-round-for-a-spell. 


*Y-can’t come? Whash—io—m assher-wish-you— 
Aint I shed—hic—zat-I-seer-froo ? 
Tink-I’'m-genlum | —— —— —— said, 
We'll-jish —ic—painter ————_— —— red. 











QlPel 


Ep, W. SAanpYs. 





A Lost Opportunity, 





At the Toronto Opera House the attraction 
for Christmas week will be the successful Eng- 
lish military melodrama, In the Ranks. Mr. 
Hamilton Harris is the star, and is supported 
by a company of sixteen people, and the play is 
said to have been successful in the cities in 
which it has appeared. Of their performance 
the Newark Standard says: ‘‘The humor of 
the comedian provoked uproarious laughter, 
the trials and entreaties of the persecuted hero 
brought sadness to the heart and tears to the 
eyes, while the final overthrow of the villain 
awakened an exultant feeling in the hearts of 
everybody.” 


As from my pipe the smoke ascends, 
The spell poetic falls, 

And low but clear its silv’ry voice 
Upon me sweetly call-. 


I seize my pen with full intent 
To fan the hidden flame, 

And firmly fixed is my resolve 
My Pegasus to tame. 


ll write a classic that shall live 
Into remotest time, 

And cheer the learned in days to come, 
In ev'ry land and clime ! 


Undying fame! How sweet the sound ! 
My very soul is thrilled ! 

With thoughts almost too deep for words 
My burning brain is filled. 


DRAMATIC NOTES, 

D’Albert, the pianist, is only twenty-four 
years old, is a strict vegetarian and passion- 
ately fond of apples, which he eats with great 
gusto on all occasions. 


Bronson Howard, the dramatist, is said to 
Possess a rich vein of comedy that has the flavor 
of the Sheridan school. He cannot sustain 
strong emotion and he knows it. But his own 
sentiment is sweet, tender and very natural, 
and his brief touches of pathos blend well with 
his sparkling wit and satire. He is very bright 
and quick in repartee, 


In English society Mrs. Kendal is addressed 
as Mrs. Grimston, her family name, quite as 
often as she is called Kendal. On one occasion 
a gentleman reminded Mrs, Grimston of how 
muchshe resembled the famous London actress. 
On another occasion a new acquaintance, who 
had been much pleased with her social quali- 
ties and good nature, invited her to join a 
party to see Mrs. Kendal the next night—a joke 
Mrs. Kendal not only appreciated, but carried 
to quite a length, until toward the close of the 
evening her acquaintance was astounded on 
hearing Mr. Kendal whom he knew ,by sight, 
remark: ‘* My dear, we must go home.” Mrs, 
Kendal has that rare quality in woman, humor, 
She likes a good story, laughs heartily, and as 


a listener is eager and sympathetic, At 
theater as a spectator she i ate liked te 
os partormers, for she 7am to respond tan 
cries at mimic woe as the foot 

strange to her, nn a 


And now—but stay, what notes: re those 
That on my senses dawn? 

They're from my wife who shrieks, ‘ _ 
The cows are on the lawn !”—W. 





Insult to Injury, 





A wise professor loved a pretty meid, 
Calling the cause of science to his aid, 
‘Twas thus he wooed her : 
** My life work on the prehistoric Human 
Has need of your bright wits, as I’m a true u.an : 
Oh, share my toil and fame, most lovely woman |” 
*Twas thus he sued her. 


The mercenary girl made answer trite : 
‘*T really fear I must, sir, in that light 
Decline to view you; 
Although you cause me pride and great elation, 
I cannot wed above my mental station, 
But I'll become, for a consideration, 
Assister to you.” 





Very Unsatisfactory, 

A.—I saw your mother-in-law at the theater 
last night. She seemed to en oy herself very 
much. She laughed herself half to death. 

B.—Yes; that’s just like her. She always 
does things by halves. She is a very uneatie- 
factory sort of a woman. 





A Ten Strike. 


Old Gentleman—I don’t know what to make 
out of the coming generation. 

One of the Coming Generation—Well, you 
can make me your son-in-law if you want to.— 
The Epoch. 








Some other Manse. 


Algernon— When we are wedded, darli 
6 = greatest desire in life to live at the sid 
se. 


Stephanie—Then, Algy, we can never wed. 


Theatrical Item. 


Mr. Oldbeau (to ballet dancer)—Miss Mon- 
tague, I worship you asa deity, sodas 

Miss Montague—You do, on ? I always un- 
derstood that the ancients made sacrifices to 
their gods and goddesses. Where are your 
offerings ¢ 
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: Noted People. 


William Hartpole Lecky, the historian, has 
bright red hair, is 51 years of age and dresses 
like a parson. 

The beautiful Queen Margharita of italy has 
ordered a portrait of herself as a present to the 
German Empress. 

Miss Mary H. Krout is to fill'a prominent 
position on the Chicago Jnter Ocean. Miss 
Krout is the author of Little Brown Hands, 

Charlotte M. Yonge is writing her one hun- 
dred and first book, which will soon be pub- 
lished. Such a number of literary successes 
mark a fine mind and a remarkable activity. 

Little Mollie Garfield, now Mrs. Garfield 
Stanley-Brown, has gone with her husband to 
Washington to live, and. she has recently in- 
vested in real estate in that city. 

Queen Victoria, it is said, has a number of 
unpublished manuscripts in her possession 
which may see print after her death. Their 
nature is not known, but it is understood that 
poems and,-short stories form the bulk of the 
collection, 

Dr. Mary Walker is said to have a great 
scheme in her head. She has conceived the 
idea that she is just the person for the mission 
to Hayti if Frederick Douglas is recalled. She 
feels confident that she possesses the tact and 
swoir faire necessary to placate the sensitive 
Haytians. 

Edna Lyall, the author of Donovan, is a plain, 
hard-featured, intelligent looking woman, in 
the neighborhood of forty, and lives at East- 
bourne, England. She is feminine mannered 
and masculine handed; Bayley is her name. 
She bought a peal of bells with the proceeds of 
her first novel. 

Mra. John Sherwood of New York was born 
in Keene, New H&mpshire. The house in 
which she was born was built by her grand- 
father, and is a grand old house of the substan- 
tialkind. It issurrounded by extensive grounds 
and shelterei by fine old elm trees, though on 
the main street. 

Of all royal personages, the Prince of Wales 
is the mo3t noted for the enormous quantity of 
luggage which he causes to be sent with him 
on his journeys. He takes whole boxes of hats 
and huge trunks of dress suits, morning coats 
and other changes. He makes a point when 
visiting anywhere of not being seen twice in 
the same coat. ° 

It is said that when Mrs, Harrison went to 
see Mr. Mansfiald’s Richard IIL, she found an 
offering of roses from the: actor in her box. 
But a shrewd observer, with a long memory, 
declares that the bouquet was by no means so 
beautiful as the one which Mr. Mansfield sent 
to Mrs. Cleveland when she first went to see 
him act in Washington. 

Sidi-Carnot, the French iPresident, has a 
murky, leaden complexion, an exaggerated 
nos? and a closely-fitting black beard. Hus 
dem3auor is haughty, yet he is fond of toying 
with an Exzyptian cigarette while dictating 
his letters, and he rises late. He is musical 
and 52 and patronizes the drama. His eye- 
brows are the only really prominent thing 
about him, and his name is Mary. 

Maurie Baishkirtseff, whose Journal has been 
highly praised by Mr. Gladstone, was the child 
of Rassian parents, people of rank and wealth, 
and passed mostof her short life in Paris, where 
si2 stulied music and art, and distinguished 
herself in the latter study. Her Journal con- 
tained a daily record of her life, its woes, 
weaknesses, vanities, and aspirations, for 
twelve years. Sie knew!most of the artists in 
Paris, and criticized them freely. 

Mc. Wilson F. Bissell, {Groyer Cleveland’s 
former law partner, is to enter the matrimonial 
state in the near future. Mr. Cleveland sent 
him a letter of congratulation, which pictured 
in glowing terms ths happiness of his own 
home. It is ardent in tone, ‘showing that,” 
as an American paper puts it, “he worships 
his wife.” Efforts have been made to get a 
copy of the letter for publication, but they have 
proved quite unsuccessful. The fuss and 
flutter made over a letter eulogizing a home 
and a wife, makes one think that Sam Jones 
was not far wrong in asserting that he wasa 
peculiar man, because—he did love his wife. 

Not many authors have enjoyed a wider ora 
more enduring popularity than Martin Far- 
quhar Tupper, and, at the same time, the 
works of vary few writers have been the ob- 
ject of such excessive scorn and contempt. 
Even when Tapper was at the height of; his 
fame (such as it was), it would have required a 
very rare degree of courage to have praised his 
works in any eminent literary society. The 
Queen was fond of reading Tupper’s works, 
and he has always bsen one of Her, Majesty’s 
favorite authors. I see it is stated that when 


Carlyle met Tapper he exclaimed ‘‘God bless 
you,” a story which seems so incredible that 
one strongly suspects that ‘‘ bless” has been 
substituted for a less flattering word. Mr. 
Tupper was a most amiable and kindly man, 
but he was impressed with a fully adequate 
idea of his own literary merits. 





In the Swim, But None of It. 


A charming young woman from a Western 
town, on a visit to some friends in the Quaker 
City swell set, has learned athingortwo. Her 
breezy sociability has been a revelation to the 
frozan-aired dames in the Cityof Penn. She 
was at a grand reception the other night where 
all the swell world and his wife were present. 
Next morning, as she was sitting at late break- 
fast, she suddenly broke out with : . 

** What a lovely thing that was last night? 


“Charming indeed,” returned her hostess, 
nibbling a bit of toast. 

* _ the men, how agreeable? 

a7 2 * 


be wa I will “confess to you, much Rennes 
with a ratner tall, slender gentleman. e be- 
came acquainted somehow or other by acci- 
dent, though we conversed for a good ten 
minutes, one _ afterward Beery oe 
n the thron ut was 2 8 r, ancy, 
for no one aamnad to know him and nobedy 
spoke to him. Wasn't it singular that he was 
not introduced around? So agreeable, too! 

“Oh, everybody knew him. : 

** Indeed ; then he is not fond of society? 

“Fond enough.” 

“Then he doesn’t care for people ; takes no 
notice of them.” 

“On the contrary, he notices everybody. 
That is part of his business.” 

‘“* What is his business?” 

‘* He is a detective.” 

Consternation, of course, and then the breezy 
young lady from the West received a gentle 
warning that her tendencies to sociability must 
be curbed.—-Chicago Tribune. 


Varsity Chat. 

Mr. J. A. Mustard, B.A., of the classical class 
of ’89, while passing through the city last week 
on his way home from Hamilton Training 
Institute, spent a short time in the corridors, 

* 

I find that my remarks in a previous letter 
about the trip of the Association football men 
to the States, were premature, The scheme 
has fallen through because, it is explained, a 
nu.nber of the best players were unable to 
cooperate. Perhaps they are satisfied with 
one world conquered. In token of that 
achievement the visitors at Y. M.C. A. hall, 
may see the provincial trophy which, thanks 
to the skill of the players and the able ad- 
vocacy of Mr. H. B. Fraser, B.A., is now our 
very own. 


* 

Mr, J. G. Witton, B.A.,’88, who has held the 
fellowship in Physics for two years, has been 
appointed to a similar position in Cornell Uni- 
versity. He receives the congratulations of 
many friends, We have every confidence that 
he will fully maintain our high reputation 
across the line. It must be exceedingly grati- 
fying to the faculty, and especially to the hon- 
ored president to find our graduates taking a 
distinguished stand in the most famous Ameri- 
can institutions. Undergraduates too, recall 
with pride the names of Messrs. Fairclough, 
MacMechan, Logie, Hume and Saunders, and 
now we add Mr. Witton. Those who are inti- 
mately acquainted with him are aware that his 
attainments are not alone in the field of 
physics, but that he will be not unable to take 
his place among the well-informed men of his 
day. 


cd 

The rrincipal event of late was, of course, 
the second public debate of the year, in Convo- 
cation Hall. Strong counter attractions did 
not prevent the hall from being well filled. As 
usual the audience was composed for the most 
part of ladies. The Glee Club turned up to 
the extent of six, to sing the opening number of 
the programme, Malbrouck. Mr. Tom Doch- 
ray, 91, took the solo. When their turn came 
again, it was found they had scuttled the ship, 
fonder, apparently, of the music at Osgoode 
than of theirown. Prof. Baker was happy in 
the performance of his chairman duties. The 
irrepressible gallery called forth a rebuke from 
him, which had a marked effect, and, if it is 
not rebellious to say so, added none to the 
enjoyment of the evening. The gentlemen 
made their noise at the wrong time, 

* 

Of the speakers Mr. Scott was the most 
fluent ; but I thought it a rather superficial 
fluency. Mr. Graham showed real talent, and, 
from what I could not help overhearing, was 
the ladies’ favorite. Mr, Chant advanced good 
arguments clearly, but was decidedly prolix. 
Nor did Mr. Wilson lack arguments; but he 
also employed too much language between 
points. Mr. Kerswill, the reader of the occa- 
sion, rendered his selection with good effect, 
his choice was of a serious character, and a 
more attentive hearing from the noble army of 
celestials would haye been in better taste. The 
chairman, whose time came last, acted his part 
in a model manner, being neither afraid to de- 
cide nor to give his reasons. His decision in 
favor of the affirmative was generally ap- 
proved, I fancy, and that, notwithstanding the 
favorable impression left by Mr. Scott of the 
negative. In replying to the vote of thanks he 
took occasion to utter some timely-wise re- 
marks, 

* 

Mr. W. J. Healy, formerly of the class of ’88, 
has decided, after spending two years in jour- 
nalistic work, to write for his degree in the 
spring. Tim, as he is popularly known, was a 
famous poet hereabouts in the palmy days of 
the "Varsity. Many a pretty poem’ trickled 


from his facile pen. 
x 


I was fortunate enough the other day to come 
into possession of a copy of Prof. Alexander’s 
inaugural lecture delivered early in the term. 
It has been printed for private distribution 
only, I understand. Not much daring is dis- 
played in expressing the opinion that no‘set of 
students in this University have access to so 
concise and reliable a statement of what they 
should aim at in their course as those who are 
under Professor Alexander. 

. 

Lectures for this term are over and corridors 
are almost deserted. Many a student goes 
home to realize that he has left the little world 
of his boyhood for the great world of books 
and all-inclusive vision. There is a tinge of 
melancholy in the reflection that the circum- 
scribed and satisfying outlook of early youth 
has been exchanged for the horizonless view of 
manhood ; and yet what man would be a boy 
again ? NEMO, 





Trinity Talk. 
—_— 

The Christmas examinations end to-day and 
the tired student will straightway hurry him 
home for his three weeks’ rest. The results 
will appear the day before Christmas, and 
those unfortunates who have fallen before 
the examiner will hardly enjoy their Christmas 
as much as theic more fortunate fellow stu- 
dents whose names have appeared on the list. 

e 

The Christmas number of the Trinity Uni- 
versity Review which will appear next week 
will be one of the best yet published. The list 
of contributors contains the names of some of 
Canada's most prominent men. The cover isa 
decidedly artistic one and great praise is due to 
the energetic business manager for the pains 
he bas taken to make this number a success. 


e 
Rev. C. H. Shutt, B.A., who is at present in 
charge of Coldwater Mission, visited college 
during the early part of the week. 


e 
The Trinity College Glee Club ‘is now a thing 

of the past, for owing to the difficulty in ob- 
taining full practices it was decided to form a 
sextett, which is under the same management 
as the Glee Club was, and which, owing to the 
interest which each individual member takes, 
will no doubt do some good work next term. 
Several engagements have already been made 
for the early part of the new year. 

* 


The Provost spent the greater part of the 







































































week at Kingston, where he represented Trin- 
ity at the Queen’s Jubilee, 
* 


Convocation intends holding a series of 
meetings throughout Ontario, during the 
Christmas vacation, to lay the claims of Trinity 
before the people ; at which meetings different 
members of Convocation have been appointed 
to speak. Mr. J. G. Carter Troop will look 
after Trinity’s interests at Bowmanville, 

The Provost and Mrs. Body intend spending 


Christmas week at Takewood, New J ersey. 
* 


Rev. Prof. Clark has returned from his visit 
to Dr. Potter at Geneva, where he delivered a 
course of lectures to the students of Hobart 
a of which institution Dr. Potter is presi- 

ent, 


. 

Next term a course of ambulance lectures 
may be looked forward to at which the promi- 
nent city doctors will speak, and also a series 
of public lectures at which Rev. Prof, Clark 
will lecture on William the Silent and Canon 
Du Moulin on Preaching. 

* 


Lent term begins on January 11. Lectures 
will commence on the following Monday. 
J 


Four of Trinity's graduates will be ordained 
shortly. On Sunday next Messrs. E. C. 
Cayley, J. G. Waller and Osborne will take 
Holy Orders, and in the early part of Januar y 
Mr. H. P. Lowe will be ordained in Algoma. 

CarEcus. 





This Man Jones. 


Por Saturday Night. 

Though you searched all Canuckia’s expanse o’er and o'er, 
Through the Ottawa valley—Superior’s shore, 

*Mid the bull-punching bravos of northern plain, 

Through the mines, to Vancouver, and clear back again, 
There isn’t a ‘‘bad man” the whole country owns 

Fit to rastle with Snorkey—who ran foul of Jones. 





He was sudden and fitful as midsummer storm, 

Were he in the hereafter, he’d make it more warm ; 
He was big, brown and noisy—an ornery cuss 

Who was voted the devil’s own pill in a muss— 

He ran all his comrades as hard as his roans 

And he’d bluffed every mortal he’d met—except Jones. 


He’d come into Calgary and lounge to the bar 

And hoot for a drink, and vow he’d raise ‘‘ har” 

And clean out the ranch if the folks didn’t hum 

To “licker him up,” and he’d fool with his gun 

And roll his fierce eyes like some horrible gnome’s, 

Till one night the said eyes chanced to fall upon Jones. 





Now Snorkey was “ pizen,” a tough high and low, 

He declared so himself—-and who more apt to know ? 

And he ripped out a torrent of oaths past compare 

And says he ‘‘ What’s that blanketty thing over there ?” 
And the boys saw his eyes blaze and gleaned from his tones 
That matters were apt to be lively for Jones. 


Though you searched all the records, the tombs of the dead 
And the dummy asylums—you ne’er saw nor read 

Of a quieter cuss than the poor little man 

That this devil incarnate had placed ’neath his ban— 

For one of the great tour'st-army that roams 

From England each season was poor little Jones. 


He was clad in a suit of the checker-board square, 
Wore a glass in his eye—had a fool sort of stare, 
Short breeches and leggins— his cane in his mouth, 
And measured about five feet eight north and south, 
And didn’t scale more’n nine stone clothes and bones, 
In fact just a poor harmless dudekin was Jones. 


‘*Kum an’ drink!” shouted Snorkey, you blanketty—blank, 
You blank tenderfoot you, crawl up to de tank! 

Hear me? I’mawolf! I'm beginnin’ ter howl ! 

Kum up yer, you platter-faced, short-panted owl ! 

Take dat chalk from yer eye!” and we ordered our groans, 
Expecting the fate of that poor little Jones. 


‘* For God’s sake, don’t, Snorkey !” we yelled as the gun 
Rose and covered him fair—‘‘ Hold on man, he’ll come !” 
But what do you think that the swell little kid, 

The dog-gone fool Englishman went on and did? 

Juss sat there !—as cool as a pile of cold stones 

An’ squinted his glass onto Snorkey—that Jones! 





And says he—‘' Me good fellah, you've made a mistake. 
I don’t know you, nor why you such liberties take 
With a strangah—nor, blawst you !—I do not quite see 
Why a beggah like you should attempt to cow me. 

Put that blawsted revolvah away, ‘an I say 

I'll be with you, as shuah as me name's E. Witts—J. !” 


Well, to talk about scraps! Snorkey throwed off the gun 
And peeled off inis coat and the racket begun, § 

And that short pated cuss was all over the ranch 

Just as spry as a yearling a-jumpin’ the branch, 

*Till there came a ker-smash, and we guessed by the groans 
That Snorkey was catchin’ miasma from Jones. 


Then they up and they closed—we could hear the “diff ”-- 
* biff,” 

Like as some one was getting it, hot, fast avd stiff, 

Then the dust fell—and there was that Englishman set 

With his left out, just so, O, he'd been there you bet! 

Then the dust rose again and we heard a dull thud 

Like as some one waa falling—and Snorkey was mud ! 


But they clinched once again, and this time we saw 
That the small cuss’s left was around Snorkey’s jaw, 


And his head was a’dodgiog a right vicious pass 
While his right hand was feeling around for his glass 

























** Santa Claus, Santa 


Claus,” 


Sang the children gleefuily ; 


Little feet and hap 
Dancing round t 


h 
py earts 


Christmas tree. 


** Santa Claus, Santa Claus, 
Armed with toys for Christmas trees ; 
How gets he upon the housetop ? 
Does he blow up with the breeze ? 


** Santa Claus, Santa Claus, 
Long white beard and long red nose ; 
Clatt-rs down the chimne)- tack, . 


Never blacks his snowy clothes. 


** Santa Claus, Santa Claus, 
How the fire must splash and splutter 
When he drops upon the coals— 
Santa Claus as fat as butter.” 


‘Ha! you rogues, saucy rogues !” 
Cries papa, in fond delight, 

** You shall see if Santa Claus 
Does not catch you all to-night.” 


“Ha! ha! ha!” they laugh in chorus, 
** We are not one bit afraid, 
We'll catch him !” and those precocious 
Infants make a wicked raid. 


Up they clamber ; they have caught him ; 
No use, Santa Claus, to fight; “Nh 

Little arms are wound about you,— 
Love has bound you fast and tight. 


** Now, we'll take revenge,” they carol, 
** Kiss him twice for every toy!” 
And poor Santa C.aus is smothered] 
Till his old heart glows with joy. 


Every stronghold they have pillaged, * 
Rumpled beard and locks of gray ; 
Santa Claus, Santa Claus, 
Rosy vandals wia the day. 


For to fix in his eye! Then he hauled back and smote 
Poor Snorkey one star-raising diff in the throat. 


That settled it! Snorkey was knocked out fair and rquare 
With nary a wiggle to tell be was there, 
And that Jones—he unstiffened hisself, and says he: 
**I don’t allow that sawt to hectoh with me.” 
And we drank—Gad, got full ! to our old island homes— 
For he was “‘ one of us” that small English Jones. 

Ep. W. SANDyYs. 


_——_———(s3 o——___— 
Christmas Tide. 


A writer in the Century says: The intensity 
of modern life and the deepening of conscious- 
ness through intelligence breed sadness. We 
think too much and work too hard to have 
time for enjoyment, and if we suddenly dis- 
cover that we have need of it, we take it in 
inordinate quantities, rather than in simple 
and natural ways; we go out and buy pleasure 
at so much the hour instead of somehow con- 
triving to live a mirthful life. 


of modera society, like Walter Besant, have | 
discovered that a main lack in the lives of the | 
poor is that of cheer, and he argues that phil- | 


anthropic plans should embrace measures for 
daily brightening the lives of the people by 
some simple experience of a pleasurable sort. 
It would be a sombre fact if the number of 
those who live through a day without a laugh 
or even a smile could be ascertained—a strange 
miscarriage of Nature, since man is the only 
being within her dominion who is capaple of 
that action. 

Christmas has rendered the world this good 
service, that now for many years it has called 
men to sympathetic cheerfulness. It comes, 
indeed, but once a year, but for some days the 
cloud on the brow of humanity lifts a little and 





Close observers | 


the wail dies out of his voice. At times it has 
been too obstreperous in its mirth and called 
for puritanic cheek, but for most it has been 
true to its origin and stirred the human heart 
to sympathetic gladness and = 

We shall soon hear the growls of the pessi- 
mistic critic over the wastefulness of Christmas 
mirth. Heed not him; he does not know that 
the key-note of the universe is joy, and that 
Christmas laughter is only a stray echo of an 
eternal hymn, and nearly the only one that has 
reached us, and that it is well worthy of being 
caught if we would ever hear the whole. 
Therefore, fathers, give gifts to your children, 
even if you have to lessen the daily portion, 
remembering the wisdom of Mahomet, who 
said, that if ‘‘ he had two loaves of bread he 
would sell one and buy hyacinths, for they 
would feed his soul.” And, ye children, stir up 
your fathers to mirth, Christmas comes but 
once a year, and the years left to them may not 
be many. 








Getting Even. 
Mr.’Guzzleton—Why, where’s the dinner? 
Mrs. Guzzleton—It isn’t ready; I’ve been 

asleep all the afternoon. 

“* Wha-a-t!” 
* Why, if you’re going to turn night into day, 

I'll turn day into night! ”—Texas Siftings. 








He Knew the Barber Was Around. 


Barber—Razah pull, sah ? 

Customer— Why, you're not shaving me? 

Barber (with a gratified smile)—Oh, yes, sah ; 
nearly fru, sah. Didn't you feel me? 

Customer—Feel you! Great Governor, yes! 
I thought you was giving my face a shampoo. 
— Texas Siftings. 





That All-Absorbing Thought. 





New Policeman—Here now, none of that! 
with me. Ye’ll crack no houses this night. 


You jist ,it into them shoes and come along 


Gentleman of the House (getting in late)—-Sh! Sh! You'll wake the baby.—Life. 





Chrietmas Eve. 





Mrs. Wildlrv—Why, what is the matter with you?’ Where have vou heen ee ee es! 


Mr. Wildlry—Got sick from (hic) smoke on ferry. 


fix so’s could carry all ri’. Must have lost it. 


Time. 


Had a nice “urkey. 
Been lookin’ for that blamed turkey all night.— 








~TORON10 SATURDAY NIGHT. 








Out of Town. 


BARRIE. 


Mrs. J. H. McKeggie of Inglenook gave a 
small musicale and card party on Wednesday 
evening, December 11, a most delightful time 
was spent. Those present were : Mr. and Mrs. 
o Sere Mr. Distances, Mt. —_ = on J. 

ason, Mr. and Mrs. H. B.Spotton, Mrs. Cam 
bell, Mrs. D, Holmes, Mr. and Mrs. J. Sanford, 
Miss V. Mason, Mrs. Lloyd, Mr. J. Henderson, 
Miss Henderson, Mr. B. Nicholson, Mr. F, H. 
Lauder, Miss Holmes, Miss Gertie Fleming of 
Toronto, Mr, W. aed ee Se. the Misses 
Forsyth and Miss Ethel Jackson. 

Miss Chapman of Hamilton is visiting Mrs. 





Dyment of Rowanhurst. 
r. Geo. Lount of Bradford was in town last 
week. 


Mr. H. Arnall who has been attending Trinity 
Medical School is home for a holiday. 

Miss Seels, who has been spending a few 
weeks in Toronto, has returned to town again. 

Mr. V. Meeking spent a few weeks in the 
city recently. 

Mr. C. H. Crease, who has been attending the 
School of Dentistry, Philade!phia, in home for 
three weeks’ holidays. 

Miss Gertie Fleming of Toronto has been vis- 
iting at Mrs. J. Henderson’s of Bellevue. 

Miss Edith Spotton has returned from the 
city, where she has been spending a few 
months, f 

Several small dances have been given lately, 
and a few afternoon teas and card parties, 
The town promises to be quite gay this winter. 
The 8th of January has been decided on for the 
bachelors’ ball, and it is rumored that several 
At Homes will be given later on, so as regards 
those who care for social merriment they can- 


not complain of a monotonous season. 
OCULAIRE, 


STAYNER. 


Mr. and Mrs. S. L. Devlin entertained their 
numerous friends on Wednesday evening, 
December 11. Dancing was one of the pleasant 
features of the evening, and was thoroughly 
enjoyed (as dancing always is when the ar- 
rangements are perfect) by its devotees. Mr. 
Devlin’s residence is just the place for a dance, 
with its spacious rooms and halls, which were 
brilliantly lighted and handsomely decorated for 
the occasion, and Stayner has few hostesses 
who are so skilled at making their guests en- 

oy themselves as Mrs. Devlin. Mrs, Bacon, 
rs. D.'s sister, assisted in —— and wel- 
coming the guests. About fifty invitations 
were issued, among those present being: Dr. 
Wylie, M.P.P., and Mrs. Wylie, Mayor Sand- 
ers and Mrs. Sanders, Dr. and Mrs, Jakeway, 
Mr. and Mrs. J. A. Cameron, Mr. and Mrs, H. 
W. Selby, Mr. and Mrs. F. J. Jewell, Mr. and 
Mrs. R. R. Rogers, Mr. and Mrs. W. B. Sand- 
ers, Rev. Mr. and Mrs. Cooper, Mr. and Mrs. 
T. W. Coleman, Dr. and Miss McFaul, Mr. and 
Mrs. W. Watson, Mr. and Mrs. D. A. Stewart, 
Mr. and Mrs, F. J. Stewart, Miss A. Ferguson, 
Miss M. Cameron, Miss Ayerst, Miss Millie, 
Mr. and Mrs. M. Gartlan, Mr. John and Miss 
May McEachern, Mr. R. and Miss Coleman, 
Mr. and Mrs. Walter Tuckett, the Misses 
Dougall of Barrie. 

About 12 o'clock a cessation of other festivi- 
ties took place for supper. It was a beautiful 
and luxurious spread and reflected credit upon 
all concerned in its preparation. 


BOWMAN VILLE, 


The second great social event of the season 
occurred in Bowmanville last Friday night, 
when Dr. and Mrs. S. C. Hillier gave a grand 
ball at their elegant new residence ‘‘Ravens- 
craig,” on Beach avenue, which surpassed any 
affair of the character ever given here. It had 
been anticipated and much discussed for weeks 
emp d and proved an unbounded and 

rilliant success. Shortly after moving into 
their new house the doctor and his wife left 
for England and the Continent, where they 
stayed last winter, and Friday’s event 
was to celebrate the opening of “ Ravens- 
craig” and to “warm the house.” The ar- 
rangements were most complete and the 
large number of invited guests enjoyed them- 
selves to an unlimited extent and are most 
enthusiastic over its success. The devotees of 
Terpsichore maintained possession of the floor 
till an early hour, the music being furnished 
= an orchestra from Toronto. The supper was 
also supplied by Harry Webb of Toronto, and 
the menu was a credit to that popular caterer. 
The palatial mansion was brilliantly iilumi- 
nated, and from its commanding situation on a 
gentle eminence presented a very fine appear- 
ance from the streets. The costumes of th 
ladies were very getty. The guests were 
Miss Donald and Messrs. R. Donald, J. A. 
F. Craig, A. J. Arnold, Jas. E. McClung, 
J. Ball, H. Hulme, R. D. Fairbairn, A. 
T. Thompson, A. Douglas McArthur of To- 
ronte, Messrs. S. Cowan, R. Grierson, J. 
F, Grierson and Jas. Babbitt of Oshawa, 
Miss Brent, Miss Wilmot. Miss Farncomb, 
Messrs. Chas. Wilmot, T. Farncomb, M. Brent 
and A. Brent of Newcastle; Miss Firby of Port 
Hope, Mr. J. Garrett of Trenton, Miss Starling 
of Belleville, Miss Vrooman of Napanee. 
Among our citizens were Mr. and Mrs. John 
Wesley, Mr. and Mrs. D. Burke Simpson, Mr. 
and Mrs, F. F. McArthur, Dr, and Mrs. Alex. 
Beith, Mr. and Mrs. D. Beith, Mr. and Mrs. J. 
B. Fairbairn, the Misses Fairbairn, Mr. and 
Mrs. S.S. Edsail, Mr. and Mrs. E. L. Fortt, 
Miss Galbraith, Miss Fisher, the Misses Allen, 
Miss J. Reid, Miss J. Wilmot, Miss McLaugh- 
lin, Miss McArthur, Messrs. W. J. Jones, J. N. 
Gordon, Dr. Lammiman, T. H. McMurtry, Jno. 
McDougall, W. Allen, Franklin and Albert 
Wesley. 








For Europe. 


Col. J. B., Mrs. and Miss Hitchcock, Miss 
Ferguson, Mr. Malcolm Lamont, Mr. Thos. 
Crichton, Mr. Jas. Dawson, Mr. Wm. Lowe, 
Mr. Geo. Coulson. Mr. Jno. Robertson, Mr. D. 
Legg, Mr. Jno. Stevenson, Mr. Robert Mc- 
Hardy, Mr. Geo. C. Britton, Mr. J. E. Hopkins, 
Mr. Peter Wilson, Mr. Peter Milne, Mr. Arch. 
Lang, Mr. A. Duncan, Mr. R. White, Mr. Jas. 
Morrison, Mr, A. Newbigging and Mr. Wm, M. 
Michael sailed today from New York on the 
Cunarder Umbria for Liverpool. 


> 








The Toronto Musical Instrument Company 
has opened a handsome and well stocked ware- 
room at 346 Queen street west. Mr. Joseph 
Ruse, manager, is so well known to the public 
in musical matters as to warrant every article 
to be first-class. 





OSEPH LAWSON, Issuer of Marriage 
Lice nses. 
uUffice, 4 King Street East. 
Ever ings at resic ence, 461 Church Street. 
HENRY C. FORTIER, Issuer of Marriage 
Licenses. 
At office—16 Victoria Street, 9 a.m. to 6 p.m. 
At residence—57 Murray Street, evenings. TORONTO. 


GAMUEL J. REEVES, Issuer of Mar- 
riage Licenses, 601 Queen Street West, between Port- 

land and Bathurst Str+ets. Open from 8 a.m. to 10 p.m. 
Residence 118 Palmerston A. enve. 


EO. EAKIN, Issuer of Marriage Licenses 
Court House, Adelaide Street 
and 138 Cariton Street 


The Cradle, the Altar and the Tomb 


Births. 

COURTICE—At London, Ont, on December 7, Mrs. 
Courtice—a daughter. 

BAIKD—At Winnipeg, on December 3, Mra. A. B. 
Baird—a dau,hter. 

HOPKINS—At Grand Valley, Ont., on December, 12, 
Mrs. R. R. Hopkins—-a son. 

Mc. NcOSH--At Toronto, on December 12, Mr°. James 
MeclIntosh—a son. 

McDONALD—At Toronto, on Dsacember 11, Mra. OC. 
8. MuDonald—a daughter. 

RICE—At Toronto, on D:cember 13, Mrs. A. M. Rice, 





—a son. 
GALBRAITH—At Toronto, on December 17, Mrs. W. 
Galbr ith, jr.—a con 

RISS—At Rat Portage, on December 9, Mra. Walter 
Roos—a daughter. 



































































McWattere—a daughte: 
J E. Macdougall—a daughter. 
Porter—a daughter. 


Marriages. 





Albert Edward Bastedo of Toronto, to Maud Chalmers. 
Jam: s Linskill to Zannie Milne. 

ee Joe to Augusta Harvey. 

liam Cox Allen to Mrs. Janet C. Conger. 
Alfred Gardner to Edith Ruth Anning. 

H. C Reesof Buffalo, to Ida L Hagaman. 
David Waiker to Agnes Murray Osborne. 
Gilb rt Mackenzie to Louisa Paterson. 
Harry L. Matthewe to Miss Edith H. Coles. 


December 19, by Rev. Canon DuMoulin, D.D., Al 
Smvthe to Mary Adelaide Constantine, Killarnev. 


D. cember 18, by the Rev. Septimus Jones, M.A., Rector, 


Henry Ryerson Hardy of Osgoode Hall, barrister-at-law, to 
Margares E , eldest daughter of W. H. Lester, of H. M. Cus- 


toms, Toronto. 





Deaths. 


WAGNER—At Toronto, on December 12, David C. Wag- 


ner, aged 25 years. 

BAYLEY—At Toronto, on December 12, Mrs. Frederick 
W. Bayley, aged 36 vears. 

HANNAH—At Tforonto, on De ember 13, W. H. Hannah, 


d 22 years. 
LEEK—At Aurora, on December 13, Mrs. George Leek, 
aged 34 years, 
FORSYTH-— At Aurora, 01 December 12, Mrs. Marshall 
Forsyth. 


COULTER—At Toronto, on December 17, Mabel M. Coul- 
ter, aged 15 years. 

LEWI3— At Toronto, on December 14, infant son of Geo. 
and Anna Lewis. 

DRURY—At Toronto, on December 15, Mrs. Richard 
Drury, aged 49 years. 

FISHER— At Creemore, on December 13, David Merritt 
McKenzie Fisher, aged 32 years. 

MORSE—At Rochester, N. Y., on December 15, Charles 
A. Mor-e, aged 73 years. 

SAUNDERS—At Toronto, on December 15, Capt. W. H. 
Saunders, axed 74 years. 

SUTHERLAND— At Ekfrid, Mrs. W. R. Sutherland, aged 
50 years. 
SUTHERLAND—At Toronto, on December 15, George 
Sutherland, aged 72 years. 

SWAN—At Toronto, on December 16, Alexander Swan, 
aged 72 years. 

HAY—At Toronto, Barbara Hay, aged &6 years. 

STODDART—At Bradford, on Decemb:r 17, Robert Sto1- 
dart, aged 61 years. 

WILLIAMS—At Toronto, on December 16, Rev. John A. 
Williams, D.D., aged 72 years. 

LANDER—At Toronto, on December 17, Ida Lander, aged 
16 years, 

MOCKRIDGE—At Windsor, N. S., on December 16, 
Sophia Marion Mockri*ge, aved 4 years. 

ETHERSTONHAUGH—At Toronto, on December 17, 


infant son of F. Barnard and Marion Fetherstonhaugh, aged 


10 months. 


G L. BALL, DENTIST 
: HonorGraduate of Seesion '83 and '84. 
74 Gerrard Street East - . . 





brand pera House 


Grand Christmas Attraction 


ONE WEEK COMMENCING 


MONDAY, DEC. 23 


THE FAVORITE ACTRESS 


ROSE 
COGHLAN 


Under the management of 
AUGUSTUS PITOU 
In a repertoire of delightful 
COMEDY AND DRAMA 








Monday and Friday Evenings 


FORGET-ME-NOT 


Tuesday Evening and Wednesday Matinee 


JOCELYN 


Wednesday and Thursday Evenings and Satur- 
day Matinee 


PEG WOFFINGTON 


Saturday Evening 


LONDON ASSURANCE 
JACOBS & SPARROWS OPERA HOUSE 


Matinees—Tuesday, Wednesday and Saturday 


XMAS WEEK, DECEMBER 28 
Hamilton Harris 


In the spectacular melo drama 


IN THE RANKS 


PRICES —15—20-—30—50c. 
Week Dec. 30—The Great J Australian N ovelty Co. 
TORONTO VOCAL SOCIETY 


J. K. Kerr, Q. C., President. 
W. Exuiorr Hasiam, Musical Director and Conductor 








THE FIRST CONCERT 
Of the season will take place at the 
Pavilion Musie Hail, Thursday, Jan. 16 


In adoition to the programme of concerted pieces, four 
part songs and choruses given hy the 8 ciety, the following 
artists have been engaged: Miss Hortense Pierse, 
soprano; Miss Nera @lench, solo violinist; Miss 
Etetka Utaassi, pianist (her first appearance in Toronto). 

Subscription for the two concerts, 35, entitling the sub- 
scriber to three reserved seats for «ach concert. Tickets 
may now be bai from H. EOURLIER, 

Hon, Sec’y and Treas., Corner King and Yonge Sts, 


COWAN—At Toronto, on December 16, Mrs. F. A. 
son. 

STROWGER—At Toronto, on Decembez 13, Mrs. W. 
‘ Aurora, on December 28, Mrs. Mar- 
shall —& son. 

FERGUSON —At Davisville, on December 16, Mre. J. J. 
‘erguson—a son. 

McWATTERS—At Toronto, on December 18, Mrs. W. 






r. ° 
MACDOUGALL—At Toronto, on December 18, Mrs. 
PORTER—At Goderich, on December 8, Mrs. George 


BASTEDO—CHALMERS—At Princeton, on December 12, 
LINSKILL—MILNE—At Queensville, on December 12, 
QUIGLEY— HARVEY—At Leaskdale, on December 11, 
CONGER—At Napanee, on December 11, Wil- 
GARDNER—ANNING—At Toronto, on December 14, 
REES—HAGAMAN—At South Woodslee, on “ecember 10, 
WALKER—OSBORNE—At Hamilton, on December 12, 
MACKENZIE—PATERSON —At Toronto, on December 14, 
MATTHEWS—COLES—At Toronto, on December 17, 


SMYTHE—CONSTANTIN £E—4t St. James’ Cathedral, on 
bert E. 8. 


LESTER- HARDY—At the Church of the Redeemer, on 


Toronto 









ANNUAL MEETING 
SHEPPARD PUBLISHING “CO’y 


AMERICAN ‘FAIR 


334 Yonge Street, opposite Gould 


The annual meeting of the Sheppard Publishing Com-. 
pany, owing to the Manager's illness, has been adjourned 
till Owing to a specially favorable purchase we are able to give you the best Triple Plated 
Monday, the 23rd Day of December, 1889 | Knives for abaut one-half their usual price. Elegant Dinner Knives, $2.44 per doz., worth $4 to 

: $4.50, and.same pattern in Tea Knives $2.24, worth $350 to $4.00. Pickle Castors $1.24, worth 
WILLIAM M. HALL, Secretary ‘Treasurer: $2 50, and Butters $1.24, worth $250. So favorable an opportunity for finest standard goods 
seldom occurs in this line. 
“Our mail urders for Books were for 415 last week. Cheap postage and cheap books together 
work well. In former times the postage was more than both now. 


WM. H. BENTLEY & CO. 


TRIUMPHANT OVER ALL COMPETITORS 


The official list of awards at the EXPOSITION UNIVERSALLE, PARIS, 
1889, proves that the HIGHEST possible PREMIUM, the ONLY GRAND PRIZE 
for Sewing Machines, was awarded to the Wheeler & Wilson Manufacturing 
Co. Then why buy a cheaply-constructed shuttle machine when you can 
get the Rotary, Light-Running, High-Arm, Noiseless Wheeler & Wilson for 
the same price? The Acknowledged Best in the World. Fora Useful and 
Ladies’ Head Dresses | Handsome Holiday or Wedding Present buy Our No. 9 Parlor Cabinet. 

See our No. 12 and D 12 Machines for Tailoring, Leather Work, and all 
manufacturing purposes. 


WHEELER & WILSON MANF’G CO. 


PRINCIPAL OFFICE FOR ONTARIO: 


GEO. BARRETT, Manager 266 Yonge Street 
TORONTO 


ENIER CHOCOLATE 


M UNRIVALLED. UNEQUALLED. 
PUREST IN THE WORLD. 


CONTAINS no CHEMICALS or ADULTERATIONS. 


Paris Exposition, 1889} = SRAN oO ERIZzes- 


Ask your Crocer for 
MENTER CHOCOLATE (YELLOW WRAPPER). 
BRANCH HOUSE, UNION SQUARE, NEW YORK.,; 
















EAST WING NOW OPEN 


Sp cial terms to permanent boarders. a rooms, 
single and en suite. INSPECTION SOLICITED. 


ARLINGTON HOTEL 


Cor. King and John Streets, Toronto 


MISS: STEVENS 


Is now showing a large 
sssortment of 


OPERA BONNETS 
EVENING FLOWERS 


with full stock of Fashion .ble 
and Seasonable 


MILLINERY 


at Greatly Recuced Prices to 
clear. 


251 YONGE ST. 


} } hp, Opp. Holy Trinity Church, 
he @ TORONTO. 
Family Mourninga €pecialty 


ESTAGB: ISHED 1860 


MILLINERY |~ 


7 Fall and Winter Stock in 
great variety. 
Stylish and Artistic work 
in all its branches. 


DRESSM 3KING 

Perfection in Fashion, Fit 
and Finish guaranteed. 

Leave orders early to in- 
sure prompt attention. 


J. & A. CARTER 


a 8S ~=—| Manufacturers and Teachers 
of the 


NEW TAILOR SYSTEM OF DRESS CUTTI\G 
(Clgte Prof. Moody's) . 


MISS BURNETT 


117 ) onge Street 















Will now offer the balance of a very choice 


stock of IN SELECTING 


PATTERN HATS AND BOWNETS| A CHRISTMAS PRESENT 


At half price 


Choose something useful as well as ornamental. Call and look over 


our stock of 


BRASS FENDERS 
FIRE SETS 

PIANO LAMPS 
ONYX TOP TABLES 


FLORENTINE STATUARY 





A New Stock of Veiling on Hand 


St. Andrew’s Ward 


Your vote and influence are respectfully 
requested for the election of 


WM. BURNS 


AS ALDERMAN FOR 1890 


TORONTO MUSICAL INSTRUMENT C0. 


Importers and D:alers in 


Pianos, Organs 
And a complete line of all kinds of 


MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS 


With REPAIRS for same. 


Sheet Music and Music Books 


Prices always in proportion to quality. Special quota- 
tions to Teachers, Societies, Bands, Orchestras, &. 


JOSEPH RUSE, Manager 
346 Queen Street West 


GAS FIXTURE 
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EASELS & FIRE SCREENS 





OVERMANTELS, MIRRORS 





GRATES, TILES, Ete. 
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108 and 110 King Street West 


THE WM. th. BRLL MANUPACTURING CO. 
WHERE IS YOUR BED ? 


Look under the mantel and you will see a 


FOLDING BED 


Which can be set up in Parlor or Dining-Room, Office or Library, without 
of place or being in the way dur'ng the day time. And when the heating Sey 
limited or defective it will greatly facilitate making a comfortable and convenient sleeping 
apartment. 
THE BED IS FOLDED up w.th Bedding and Mattress in i i 
let down without further making. . on hand te reney fay, Von ones 
THE VENTILATION is more perfect than that of any other foldi 
PRICES—Single, $16 and $16. Double, $17. ee eee 


We also have the best stock of 


TOBOGGANS 
SNOWSHOES 








QUEEN ST,E. TORONTO. 


STUDENTS 
COLLEGES AND PRIVATE §CHOOLS 


GROUPS FRAMED MOCCASINS 


SUITABLE FOR XMAS PAESENTS 
ment of choice mouldings. 


SH. SMITH'H. P. DAVIES & CO. 


169 Bay St., Medical Building 207 Yonge St., Toronto, facing Albert St. 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


box of new design 


CORINNE BOUQUET 


Is the Queen of odors. Can be had from all first-class druggists. Leave your order for a bottle 


CORIN 


NE BOUQUET 


Takes the lead for a lasting and delicate perfume 


CORINNE BOUQUET 


Is put up suitable for Xmas Gifts, one bottle in a 






Is expensive, but cheapest, in the end. Nothing would be more acceptable for a holiday present than 


a bottle 


of CORINNE BOUQUET 


For good, delicate and lasting perfumes ask for and take none other than the 


E. F. A. PERFUMES 


The leading odors are Wood Violet, White Helitrope, White Clover, Lily of the Valley, Moss Rose, Olive 
Blossom, Winona Bouquet, White Rose, Stephanotis 


JOHN TAYLOR & COMPANY, 


TORONTO 


SOAP MAKERS 
an>D PERFUMERS 








How Du Maurier Draws for Punch. 





Oae bright day last week, having toiled up 
the steps of Hampstead, I found myself (writes 
& representative of the Pall Mall Gazette) at 
rest upon the sofa in Mr. Du Maurier’s draw- 
ing-roo n. 

*Taoere,” said Mr. Du Maurier, as he pointed 
toa magnificent Rembrandt-like portrait of 
Sir John Herschel, “‘ aothing of an old master 
could beat that piece of Mrs, Cameron’s work ; 
those drawings of E. A. Abbey’s are very. 
charming. Gut it is getting very dark here, 
come into my studio and we'll have some tea 
and a chat.” Down a tiny narrow pictured 
little gallery we passed, till at the end we 
pushed open a door, and [ stood within a room 
gently illumined with a delightful crimson 

ight, and hung round with the choicest speci- 
mens of the artist’s skilled and talented pencil. 
Near the window, wherein in life he was so 
fond of lying hung the skin of the gigantic St. 
Bernard, with whose likeness in Punch we are 
all so familiar, ‘‘ Yes, poorChang is dead; a 
splendid dog ne was too, that skin measures 
Seven feet from tip to tip. His skeleton is in 
the Westminster Abbe 4 o pune the 
at 





College of Surgeons. 
petting now,” 
fashioned creature that was lying at my feet 
and gezing up at me with trustful eyes, ‘is 
Don, and he often figures in my pictures of to- 
day, and here is Punch, too,” as a droll dachs- 
hund walked slowly into the room and came 
up to make friends with me. ‘*But I miss 
Chang very much. He always used to go 
abroad wich me, much to the astonishment of 
the revenue officers, who on one occasion ex- 
amined his tail to see if it concealed any smug- 
~ goods, m " . 

“I began to draw pictures for English maga- 
zines in 1860, illustrating Once a Week, and 
Sending now and again to Punch, Twenty- 
five years ago, and a day or two after Leech’s 
death, whose funeral I attended, I sat down to 
my first Punch dinner, and was formally en- 
rolled a member of the staff.” 

{hen you are Leech’s successor,” I re- 
marked. 

e Weil, not uite ; you see my style is so dif- 
ferent, Still, Leech undoubtedly is the founder 
as it were of the system I carry out. He was 
the son of Cruikshank, and ank was 
the son of Hogarth. In a different way I fol- 
low in their foursteps. I endeavor faithfully to 
depict society as it is.” 

* And admirably you succeed, Mr. Du Maur- 
ler; you do not in any way caricature people.” 

0, caricature is not my metier at all; but 
then I got my cue from Mark Lemon, who was 
editor when I joined; ‘Don't do funny things ; 
do the gracetul side of life; be the tenor ina 
French o F 


— 
= 


bouffe. 
3 odamniled as I listened, it did so remind me of 


counselling the poet Slimmer, and | 


then said: “ No, you don't caricature, for 


which one is rather grateful in these terribly 





irreverential days, but do you not somewhat | 
err in the other extreme? Your men are all 
Apollos, your women are ‘daughters of the 
gods, divinely tall and most divinely fair,’ and 
so I feel Iam justified in asking with all pos- 
ee nee ‘do you really depict society as 

t ” 


8 

“Ah! now I am glad you asked me that; 
T have very definite opinions upon the subject, 
upon which, having studied it carefully for 
many years, I consider myself somewhat of an 
authority. I maintain that there is a great im- 
provement in the English race. I know people 
complain that my men and women are too tall, 
but do you know—and Sir F. Galton corrobor- 
ates this statement—the average of stature has 
gone up, and people are two inches taller than 
they used to be? I was quite struck with the 
peasantry around Dieppe only this summer, 
wonderfully fine people many of them. 

**No, Ido not make portraits of any one—at 
least, very rarely. I go about, use my eyes, 
get types. I am sometimes a long time mak- 
ing up a character.” 

** What do you call your most celebrated pic- 
ture, Mr. Du urier ?” he artist arose, 
fetched down a magnificently bound folio edi- 
tion of his works, looked through a whole gal- 
lery of drawings, with almost every one of 
which I, a devout student of Punch, was per- 
fectly familiar, and at last stopped opposite 
the picture, beneath which was written, ‘* Are 
you intense?” Weall know it—the wan, hag- 
gard, mock-spirituelle, feminine humbug, 
gazing wistfully and earnestly into the smuy, 
self-satisfied face of the dapper, practical, re- 
spectable, and thoroughly commonplace ‘‘ John 
Smith,” the ‘something in the City who is to 
take her down to dinner.” I laughed heartil 
as I gazed upon this charming absurdity. “ 
thought it would be one of those,” I remarked. 
** How all these pictures of yours, Mr. Du Mau- 








rier, have blended themselves, as it were, into 
the very inner drawing room life of this coun- 
try. Myr sister and I always used to rejoice so 
much in that one that depicted the earnest en- 
deavor of some ridiculous couple ‘to live up’ 
to the tea pot which they had just bought.” 

** Ah, yes, that was really said; but as a rule 
I write my own remarks under my picture.” 

** And you never portray actual people?” 

*s Well, very rarely; now and again in my 
backgrounds I sketch in distant and intimate 
friends, just to show them that I think of them 
sometimes,” 

“Now, Mr. Du Maurier, parlons chiffons. 
and let me ask a question of all serious an 
solemn import, to which I would beg your most 
grave attention. How do you manage with 
regard to the fashions, especially those of the 
fair sex? For many years now you have been 
engaged in handing down to an admiring pos- 
terity the gowns and bonnets of a great society. 
How is strict, unvarying accuracy maintained?” 

* friend,” was the solemn reply,” I have 
a wife and three daughters.” 

I breathed again. I was answered. 

** What type do you like drawing best?” 

‘Bishops and flunkeys,” was the delighful 
and wholly unexpected reply. Aud in answer 
to my astonished gaze of anxious inquiry the 
explanation given came forth in the word 
**calves.” I understood, and I smiled to my- 
self as I reflected that two things, — and 
flunkeys have in common, calves and dignity, 
and sometimes each is equally false. 


Not Exactly the Same. 
nee (in grocery store)—Do you keep 
ay c 
Grosse Mover heard of such a thing. We 
have the clay pi though—’'bout the same 
thing, I ‘spose.—The Jury. 


How He Got It. 
Gabby—How did you get that dreadful cold? 
Snuffieton—Id the datural way, stoopid! 
S'pose I advertised for plads ad spedifigatiods? 





Full many a man of purest gait serene 

The dark unfathomed glooms of midnight snare, 
Full many a man had gained his couch unseen 

But that his footstep landed on thin air.— The Jury. 
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ilks, Dress Goods and Costumes 


DRESS SILKS FOR ORDINARY EVENING 
and HOLIDAY WEAR--Plain, striped and bro- 
caded. Original price $1 to $1.50, now 25c. 

FIGURED CHINA SILKS--That were $1 a 
yard, now selling at 73c. 

PLUSHES AT 25c. A YARD--That formerly 
sold at 50c. and 75c. 

FIGURED AND BROCADED VELVETS--At 
37 1-2 a yard, were $1 and $1.25. 

LARGE STOCK OF DRESS GOODS--Reduced 
over one-third. 

ALL-WOOL CRINKLE CLOTHS--At $1 a 
yard that always sold for $1.50. 

LADIES’ CHECKED HABIT CLOTH--$1 a 
yard,was $1.25. This season’s goods. Every shade 

COSUMES IN FRENCH SERGE and AMAZON 
CLOTHS- Marked down in proportion. 

PRINTS AND SATEENS--Worth 25c. a yard 
marked at 16c. 


Muffs, Boas and Capes 
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J Sesquiplicate Xmas Sale 


FOR $1 WE GIVE ONE AND A HALF 
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THESE PRICES TELL YOU WHAT TO EXPECT IN OTHER DEPARTMENTS 


Fancy Table Covers, Damasks,&c. 


aa TABLE COVERS, 4-4--Were $3, now 


FANCY TINSEL COVERS, 6-4--Were $3.76, 
now $1 50. 


FANCY TAPESTRY COVERS, 8-4--Were $65, 
now $1.95. 


FANCY PLUSH SIDEBOARD COVERS--Were 
$5, now $2.75. 


TABLE DAMASH--Napkins, Towels, etc. 


Braids and Trimmings 


17,000 yards Ribbons and Laces at Ic. a yard, 
were 6c. and 6c. 


Velvet Ribbon, brocaded, at 9c. and 10c. was 35c. 
and 40c. 


Fine Shades Cashmere Embroidery at 25c. a yard, 
was $1.10. 


The Novelty Table is on the Grow d Floor--Bast Side 


R. WALKER & SONS, KING ST. EAST 








GO TO 


GEORGE TROREY’S 


MANUFACTURING JEWELER 


FOR A 


Choice Assortment of Christmas Goods 


Earrings, 


WATCHES. 





NOTE THE ADDRESS 


61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Street 


Rings, Scarf Pins 
Collar Buttons, &c. 


™Ladies’ Solid Silver Watch, stem 
wind, warranted !5 years, $4.60 
Ladies’ Solid Gold Waich, with 
genuine Waltham or Elgin move- 
ment, warranted 26 years, only $25 


Solid Gold Goocs, Silverware, Bronze Ornaments, G Id Spectacles and 
Eyeglasses, Oxidized Jewelry, &c., in great variety 


Py) Lal 


N 
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ANOTHER SERIES OF 


CALLAWAY’S 


EXCURSIONS 


British Columbia 
Washington Territory 
Oregon and Oalifornia 


December 3, 17 and 31 


For berths and all information, apply to any Azent of the 
Company, or write 


W. R. CALLAWAY 
113 King Street West - = 





Brooches| 


Toronto 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


CHRISTMAS 


Many puzzle as to what 
would be the most appropriate 
article fora Christmas or New 
Year’s gift for their friends. 

Wecan answer this question 
to your satisfaction. No ar- 
ticle adds somuch to the com- 
fort, beauty and elegance of 
the wearer as either of the 
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following : 


A Ladies’ Seal Mantle 
or Walking Jacket 


A Gentlemans Fur 














a sketch of the famous American humorist 


This week I have the pleasure of presenting 
whose name appears at the head of this article, 
| 


not the gloomy appearance of the proverbial 
humorist, though his face is serious and is 
furrowed with lines which tell their story of 
thought, care and hard mental labor. His eye 
is dark and expressive, and in conversation he 
frequently uses the term, “‘ my boy,” so often 
found in his writings. 

The following concise epitome of his career 
was given me by the humorist himself: ‘‘ Born, 
July 30, 1844, at Greensboro’, Pa.; drifted west 
in eighth year; first paper wrote on, Daily 
Peoria (Ill.) Transcript. Next owned Peoria 
Review—died young; went to Burlington 
as local editor on the Hawkeye, 1872; 
began lecturing, 1877 ; abandoned Hawkeye for 











To Correspondents. 


[Correspondents will address—‘‘ Correspondence Column,” 
SarurDay Nieut Office. ] 


Daisy.—It tuition, firmness and disdain are shown here. 
EpitH.—Unselfish, sympathetic, warm-hearted and errati>. 
Dot.—Sympathetic, generous, sincere. 
Norma.—Capricious, merry and thoughtless. 
Natry.—Careless, courageous and impulsive. 
Daisy Dgang.—Erratic, original and persistent. 
NE.uis.—Sensitive, quick-tempered and careless. 
MiGNoneTTE.—Precise, prudent and very impatient. 
DsspsmMona.—Pertistent, reticent and kind-hearted 
Guapys E.—Thoughtfulness, prudence and firmness. 

k Lavear —Persistent, decided, ambitious and reticent. 


Nora.—This writi 
suspicious nature, 
marked. 


denotes a s:lfish, shrewd and rather 
ith decision and perseverance well 


careless, fond of congenial society and yet self-sufficient in 
its absence. 

CLARABEL.—Writing shows shrewdness. Warm-hearted 
though somewhat repellent, and possessing great tenacity 
of purpose. 

Curt, Montreal.—I think you are governed by preju- 
dice, that you are witty, very tender-hearted, a little un- 
ruly, high-spirited and changeable. 

ANnEWONE.—Sensitiveness, love of society, vivacity, cour- 
age and cunning are strongly-marked characteristics of your 
writing. That of your friend shows much geniality, wit 
and tenderness. 

KaTHLEEN, Toronto.—Generosity, independence, pru- 
dence and persistence are indicated here. Advertise in 
the Detroit Free Press, New York Sun, Chicago Jnter- 
Ocean, or Buffalo Express, according to the part to which 


2 


Annxig Montcomsry.— Now Annie, if you expected to draw 
me into a discussion as to whether handwriting betrays 
character, you can’t know how very valuable my time and 
the space in this column seally ie. You are a “ young 
woman with opinions,” ceci: ive in action, sensitive, rather 
likely to aim too high for the future, a pleasant companion, 
though disposed to be uncharitable. 


Bits, Brooxuys.—I do not remember studying this 
writing before. Your letter cou'd not have reached me. 
You are fond of admiration, lack perseverance and 
strength of character to accomplish much in life. If you 
study mus c, you must concentrate your whole attention 
upon it, el e you will most assuredly not tucceed. How 
can I tell you if your ‘‘ gentlemen frien’s,” are true to you? 
Honorable men are usually true to their friends, but all 
men are not honorable, you know. 


MorNInG Giory, Mongolia.—! ¢o not understand your 
first question. Is the celluloid disclosed or the glass! 
Black and white combination is very fasbionable, and the 
sailor costume would be pretty, though I should prefer an: 
empire gown with short waisted bodice and sash and ful) 





Roxy.—You are dreamy rather than energetic, amb‘tious, 





ay 
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A i to th - estions. The first question was: ‘‘ Have | faculty formaking the best of thirgs is here she wr. | kindness of heart. No. 2, sel’-reliant, impulsive, persistent = f7 
| The Genial Burdette. ae oe a a a s a you got @ vote yourself” Of course the Prim-| Carrim M.—Love of flattery, tendency to deorit, jea’ousy, | #94 feadof display. . , 
a ee ee rose Dame had not. “And why ha’n’t you got | obstinacy and volubility of speech are shown here Datsr.—I have arqwered another De'sy todey. lam i 
Hi maids. a vote?” pursued the brickmaker. The Dame | Yaxksr Doovix, New York.—Decidedly orderly, gener- | Sure ee _ alee Sig ow soon a 3 
ia | In the briew interview I had with Mr. Bur- | either did not know or preferred not to tell. | ous beyond prudence, inclined to be moody and discouraged. | «oo, unruled with a fine pen. The writing shows lack of 
(f F dette, I was unable to obtain any opinions | |, ‘* Well, ma’am,” observed a eunoreenne es, gumwrun aoe - ee eee. .. aa self-reliance, considerable sentiment, a f.ir amount of cour- 
iy from him  on_ live topics, which he in 7 der Hiees aust 6 ones coon pede. | ” = —— — eee a. =a 
might be expected to discuss with authority. | Gon’t you think it’s taking a bit of a liberty for | Many, Rodrey.-Captious temper, great power of endur- | jesue,” strikes me as’being wonderfully pathetic as I write [| 
| Rather short in stature and slender, in his | you to go about teachin’ exe as has been given | 82¢@, love of company, excitement and luxury are here | you to-day, considerably after date. Letteisarearswered = | 
. ; | votes what they ought to do with’em?” The denoted. n turn, and I trust you are still patient, for I've done my , 
& traveling garb he might be set down for a busi- conversation then dropped.—Truth. HEARTSEASE.—Strength of purpose, penrtration, conte ted | ‘little best.” Your writing denotes frankness, se f-reli- TOR 
| ; mens mah of commereal “huctter.” Ee hes amt hegpy disposition and much originality are here a Stakes wae for number one, end a é ‘i 








‘ arr Sle —Krrati i 7 ish to go. sleeves. I would wear a straw hat or serge with th 
Rev. R, J. Burdette, or, as he is affectionately Brooklyn Eagle, 1885. Present home, Bryn Paoua, Belleville.—Erratic, headstrong, and persevering. | YO W ; : s ; ae SP P —— 
» Or, f b : . - ; a i " : a Torsy.—Excessively cireless, frivo’ous in the ext , | navy blue in warm weather. Black gloves with the black, 
named by his personal friends and better Mawr, suburb of Philadelphia; family, one boy, on Eyes.—Avaricious, careless, impatient and sensi pennelina Mg nepeleeas ainda Regarding the yvemsied and tan or gray with the nary blue. Shoes and hosiery are BOA 
ses dw ? ae R J, junior,12 yearsold, now in Haverford college - : 5 . music it would be impossible to tell you because tastes differ | 1m much better taste if black for street wear. If a woman 
knewn by a world of English newspaper J y ; ’ ? F 8 Rosepa.e —I think you are sincere, energetic and self- | 444 one is alm-st oe geet another. You are wilful and | expects a man to call for her ata certain time to accom- 187 an 
readers, plain ‘‘Bob” Burdette. The sketch ae; school ; politics, Republican ; religion, | reliant. very determined. pany ele ane place of amusement she should be quite 
ed j : : ; LIS a rd, i ; aud yw ; ly deposits his hat on The 
was produced in the unfavorable circumstances aptist ; wealth, under a million.” When at |  Pavtixe, Kingston.—Shrewd, conscientious, original and Mo.iiz.—My dear child, never in the world marry a man | T21Y when he comes. A man usually depot r f 
of : having 2 a ree Ps b home he spends much of his time in his con- | ‘™P™*ive. who drinks and gambles The love of such & mam fe not of ‘len etter Ho Pane or {eo Sto tne otneet deer ho trainia 
not having a good, recent photograph, byt a . Mareverits.—Energetic, persevering and of a merry dis- | the lasting order, and the wife of a drunkard and a gambler = © parlor door wi'h regard to the street door. He trainin, 
very good lik f the h ist h b servatory and garden. He is particularly fond ition is one whom the angels in Heaven must rity. Your writi can generally dispose of it himself ; if he can’t or doesn’t, : 12 year 
y@ ikeness of the humorist has been : pean: ; ; sh we indecision, tenderness, impulee avd courage, | take it'and put it away out of mischief. It doesnot make | —— 
obtained. Mr. Burdette’s celebrated lecture on | °f roses and makes a study of their cultivation, 5 asm. —tereetiete, careful in attention to detail and | ® a Sed dak eel ee ee pA oe ve ie parti ie of difference about a hymn took; tut a man is x A N 
° . NEZ.— lo su posed i . A 
the Rise and Fall of the Mustache wee de- ee — snes — co ” a “ iy LvLo.—Impulse, energy, high sense of honor and variable | Pleased to know that my reading of the sp -cimens se +t was he takes to ce Yer etiea Gnas alent i och 
livered to a large and much tickled audience at | Of genuine American humor and his quaint ad- | temperament. Correct, and wilt Jo my best with these. No. 1. exellent | picion, selfishne's and indecision. The enciosed—telf- sity M 
Bond street church on Friday evening of last mixture with it of philosophy and poetry makes Miss YAker.--You are impulsive, independent, idealistic ’ , erry a xtr2m> | reliance, generosity and prudence. i Pcrtlan 
week. He does not depend on theatrical it sparkling with quaint antitheses. He spoke | 4n¢ original. : wher 
- : a -t : Quegniz.—Affable and tender-hearted, very sensitive and m, 
tricks to make his humor take. It is ; kindly of his brethren of the humorous quill, | _ nocientious. At the Ball Dr. Tee 
what he says, not how he says it Mark Twain, Nye and Riley, particularly the |  opye114.—Ambitious, a little careless, merry, and hope- 
that makes his audience laugh. His voice latter. When asked if Mark Twain was lectur. | ful temperament. AS 
3 ; . 7 2 ‘ eur , s ” Fe BR. — u ; ‘ tty 
is not powerful, but it is penetrating. poe ok rg ng can _ nee toe — yo ‘ che adpaalan ey Peet a 
He speaks rapidly and with no Yankee drawl. | G0UDt not Mr. = ette can soon retire for &/ Nourse May.—You are decisive, affectionate, tend«r, sym- 
Much curiosity has been expressed by those | %imilarreason. When on taking leave he shook | pathetic and reserved. 
who have not heard this lecture as to what he | ™y hand twice and said, ‘‘Good-bye, my boy; | Brows Eyzs.—You are kind-hearted, warm-tempered, 
could say h biect. I be be good, old fellow,” I felt that I had met a impulsive and bouphty. : 
G@sayon such a subject. It must Fe- re oom : , Nabsy.—Fondness of fluttery, irresolution, reticence and k 
membered, however, that humorists are not | ™4n who, in his own quiet way, was doing | cunning are indicated here. 5 
bound by the same laws which govern serious mankind a heap of good. VAN. Mara —Courageous, prudent, warm-hearted, capable of i F 
forming lasting friendships. , or $1 
lecturers. Artemns Ward used _ to 7 wits y al 
KATHLEEN, Ottawa.— Writing shows order, reserve, preci- ; oa i 
§ another 


ture on the Babes in the Woods, but always 
stopped at tae end of an hour aud a half very 
much astonished to find he had no time to say 
anything about the Babes. Burdette does not 
do this exactly, for the mustache enters largely 
into his discourse. A more descriptive title 
for his lecture would be, The Life of the Human 


| 
lec- | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 








the courtship of Tom and Laura seemed a 


Sonne mene a4 tre “arc 


One Way Out of It. 


Cleverton—Say old man, I'm in a fix, I’ve 
got to go to a ball to-night and these dress 
eens are fearfully baggy. What would you 

o 

Dashaway (thoughtfully)—Brush your hair 
straight back, neglect your nails, don’t dance, 
and they’ll think you are a genius,—Clothier 
and Furnisher. 








laborer heard her out very attentively and 
then asked permission to put to her one or two 


sion, modesty and wilfulness. 


Exnig —Perseverance, captious temper, thoughtfulness 
and iadecision are shown here. 


KatuLe'n, Ireland.—Suspiciov, pruience, penetration 
and sensitiveness are shown here. 


NyoPn, Stratford.—Penetration, good intuitive percep- 
tion and a tendency to petulance. 


Mary A.—Fondness for display, self-assertion, practi- 
cability and decision aie shown here. 


Luox.—Sincerity, fondness for admiration, and a happy 
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Boy, for he takes that animal from the time A Citizen. — Super-sensitive, determined, devoted i. For Cel 
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lows his trials and triumphs up through the Burning Questions. , MakJonis.—Frankness, sincerity, artistic taste and per- 10 A 
school-boy period, the bashful period, the mus. “Going to have something ?” said the oi] can waren ne ae by this specimen. 
: to the kerosene lamp. } LM 4 RLE. —Artistic perception of the beautiful, amia- § 
tache period, the courting period, and on till “Not this mornine.” was the auswer, I'm bility and tenderness are here shown. 
he has become an old boy, having around him | pretty full now.” - 7 A ee oe and much tenderness FINE 
. | boys of his own. As the lecturer said, it was | ‘Ob, I see,” said the can, ‘been out all night, oan ie ” riting i = porinee, ; : ts 
} ce . leh, Well, will you smoke?” ‘ory. —¥our writing indicates a fairly decisive and practi- 
: nothing new—merely a chat over old experi- } “Thanks Ti, ee ” said th cal temperament, hauteur and selfishness. } ' f : A goo 
q ences—and the effects of the chat on the audi-|jamp— Puck, POH? SANE ENO | Susan McGumis.—Selfishness, self-reliance, fondness for | A iy Te & 195 
' ence showed that many of them could say: ot eae atelonene and tendency to exaggeration —_ MM ne Mis ZW Se a | 
} “We've all been there before, many a time.” | unsdppeaamamtnaleae i I) arm wil bial! { inl 
4 ‘ Nor were the ladies entirely left out of all | ee ae se a y is ieel pg writing suggests eccentricity, fair judg- are j 
‘ f 8 Vv . \ ’ . 
i those ipepetenin tap beside poe: an aeinaieee Gay ia = beutneld: cane Witenes he ok “fila Seieishees RIA ene dapaaticte ee J epee May I have the pleasure of this waltz with you? 
‘ acquaintance with boy life, the description o friends, ani amiability of character are here shown. am very sorry but I have already promised ft to Mr, Lancer. TH 
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E? E. FARRINGER 


TREACHER OP) 
Piane, Violin, Cornet & Orchestral Instruments 


ra will accept en; ents as Cornet Soloist for Concerts and 
* Entertainments. Apply to or address 


58 Homewood Avenue 
H M. FIELD 


PROM LEIPZIG AND FRANKFORT 
Piano Virtuoso 
105 Gloucester Street & Toronto Cellege of Music 


Will en; ita for Concerts, and will also take 
Pupils my ts Theory and Instrumentation. 















PRESENTS 
Micklethwaite’s Fine Crayon Portraits 
Prize Award at Toronto Industrial, 1889 


Gallery cor. King and Jarvis Sts., Toronto 
$20 — and Frame for $10. Satisfactory likeness 
guaran \ 


FRASER BRYCE 


H GUEST COLLINS PHOTOGRAPHER 

Orvsu Matthew's Church, Instructor of Musioat Kor |107 King St. West - _ TORONTO 
ege, * 

Crgan, Piano, Voice and Theory SUNBEAMS 


ELDRIDGE STANTON, Photographer 
116 Yonge Street and 1 Adelaide Street West 
Po Photographs ef all sizes: 


21 Carlton Street 
R. E, W. SCHUCH 
Chu ch of the Redeemer, Conductor Univer- 
resumed instruction in' 


pad Glee Club, ae : in Sin Sunbeams $1 per des. 
Voice Culture and Expression in Singing 
At his residence, J. W. L. FORSTER 
8 Avenue Street (College Avenue). Studio * 8r King St. East 
HS eeeeniadee JOHN P. MILL 
Mr. THOS. SEINGLETON, Port Hope, Ont., 
Will 5 ive lessens in harmony as above and donee —- FOR 


sevcuto Cedbervanory of Music. All My. Biegletee 
Toronto rva' o} ic. r. 's 

who have taken the’ Trinity examinations have Gol ie 
cessful. Reference—Mr. Arthur E. Fisher, Mus. Bac. and 
A.C.O. (Eng.), Toronto. 


R. J. W. F. HARRISON 


Organist and Choirmaster of St. Simon’s Churca and Mi 
Director of the Ontario Ladies’ College, Whitby. 


b Organ, Piano and Harmoamyg 
i 94 Gloucester Street 


WALTER DONVILLE 
‘ Teacher of Violin 
Pupil of Prof. Carrodus,. Trinity College, London, Eng. 


XMAS PRESENTS 


ee 





8 Buchanan St., and Toronto College of Music 
(LATE OF THE ROYAI 


e e VO a, Conservatoire, Leipzig 
Be Fl oP odin Se ane ee tapes 
Piano, Organ and Musical Theory 
at the Toronto College of Music 
Residence 305 Jarvis Street 


NTARIO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
15@ Carlton 8t., opp. the Horticultural Gardens 
Toronto 


This is a Private School, patronized by the best familics 
in the city. 


CHARLES FARRINGER 
who has had charge of the school for 


The Past Five Years 
is a German, educated in his native country, and has had | 
Thirty Years of Experience 
as a Teacher of Music in the U. 8. A. and Canada. 

Thorough instruction in every branch of music from the 
lowest to the highest ee. For terms, etc., address— 
CHARLES FARRINGER, 150 Carlton 81. 


VOICE CULTURE AND PIANOFORTE INSTRUCTION, 


ISS MARIE C. STRONG, Primo- 
Contralto, has much pleasure in announcing that | 

she is now B to give lessons in Voice Culture and 
Pianoforte Playing. Open for engagements at sacred and 
secular concerts. Circulars, terms, etc., at the piano ware- 
rooms of Messrs. A. & S Nordheimer, and Suckling & Sons’, | 
or 28 Gerrard street weet. 





TORONTO COLLEGE OF MUSIC 
Thorough Instruction in All Branches 
F. H. TORRINGTON, Musical Director 
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The oldest 
and most reli- 
able of its kind 













tion thoroughly taught by 
able and experienced teachers. 


-- C. O'DEA, Secretary. 


BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL 


FOR JUNIOR BOYS 


3 137 and 189 Simcoe Street, Toronto. Established 1966. 

% . Main, - - ——_- 

4 _The attention of parents and guardians is respectfully 

4 directed to the fact that a comfortable home with home 

i training is given to some six or eight pupil boarders (under 
Application to be made to the Principal. 


Sg eT 
AN EXPERIENCED TUTOR-—English 
sa Public School man. Prepares boys for entrance 
é scholarships at the English Public Schcols ; also for Univer- 
sits Matriculation. Address I. ROSS-WETHERMAN, 31 
Pcrtland Street, Toronto. 
REFERENCES—The Lord Bishop of Toronto, Sir Daniel 
rs Wilson, the Provost of Trinity, Elmes Henderson, Esq., 
1 Dr. Temple, Mr. Justice Street. 


ASPLENDID CHANCE 


WE WILL GIVE NEW SUBSCRIBERS 


‘*SATURDAY NIGHT” 


E AND THE 
| WORLD TYPEWRITER 


For $10, cash with order. The price of the Typewriter 
alone is ®10, See advertisement of this machine in 
another column. 


THE PARMELEE ROOFING AND PAVING C0. 
GRAVEL ROOFING 


LOST 


All tenderness and soreness of the feet since we have been 
buying our 


BOOTS AND SHOES 


From that old reliable house of 


H. & C. BLACHFORD 
AMERICAN GOODS A SPECIALTY 
87 and 89 King St. East, Toronto 


12 years). 














WE INVITE YOU TO INSPECT OUR 


For all kinds of Flat Reofs. 
Shoes for fall wear, consisting of 
ASPHALT PAVING PAM 6 age whee rete gg ose 
re “ote DEN BOO 
OOO reeeane: Sdewalis, Berea Sone | HE OLD RELIABLE GOL 


10 ADELAIDE ST. WEST, TORONTO. LADIES’ AND GENTLEMEN'S 


THOMAS MOFFATT 
FINE ORDERED BOOTS AND SHOES 


A good fit guaranteed, prices moderate, strictly first-class 
185 YONGE STREET, TORONTO 
THIRD DOOR NORTE OF HALL, 











‘MONET, ERAN RR ARNIS BT EOE: SE IANREIT! 


J. YOUNG 


THE LEADING UNDERTAKER 
7 Yonge ee 








TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


For CHRISTMAS AND NEW YEAR’S| THE “J EWEL” RESTAURANT 


Jordan Street 


This favorite restaurant of Toronto’s business men has 
fitted throughout. 


recently been enlarged and re 
Reading and smoking rooms. 
HENRY MORGAN - . 


- M. McCONNELL - 
46 and 48 King Street East. 


trade peo 

> te Sea,” George Gour 
Cham: e. er & million im; 

in stock” Frade supplied at bottom — _e 


FOR OYSTERS 

CALL AT 

JAKE’S VIRGINIA RESTAURANT 
DOORS NEVER CLOSED 

Grand Opera House Building. .7*.::. Tel. 2060 


Grand Opera Sample Room 


ot LIQUORS AND CIGARS. 
FIRST-CLASS RESTAURANT to unetie n. 
D. SMALL, Proprietor. 


DON’T TAKE UP YOUR CARPETS 


We have removed to 5094 Yonge Street, to more commo- 
dious premises, where we are yecuares to fill all orders for 
cleaning carpets without taking them up. We also take 
up and relay carpets where it is necessary. Toronto 
Carpet and Plush Een. Co. 





SERVED IN TRUE 
VIRGINIA STYLE 





CHRISTMAS EVE. 


The pride of the household arranges u brilliant scheme to capture Santa Claus, aud become the hero of the day 





The Home Savings & Loan Co. Ltd. 


OFFICE: 78 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO 


$500 oo to loan on Mor’ e—small and large 

3 sums. Reasonable rates of interest 

and terms of repayment. No valuation fee charged. 

HON. FRANK SMITH, JAMES MASON, 
President Manager. 


ISSES PATON & GOULD 
Medistes and Fashionable Dressmakers 





Rooms in R. Walker & Sons’ Golden Lion. 


Ladies waited on at their own residences. 


FRENCH MILLINERY EMPORIUM 
63 King St. West (Opp. Mail Office, first floor) 

We will be prepared on and after the 23rd inst. to show 

our Fall and Winter importations in Trimmed and Un- 


trimmed Millinery. Customers can be assured of procuring 
LACK, 





the greatest variety in these lines. MRS. A. 
Mgr. (Formerly of No. 1 Rossin House Block). 


M ISS PLUMMER 
MODIST®: 


567 GLOUCESTER STREET 
HE MAGIC SCALE 
Best Tailor System of Cutting. 
Sleeve a Specialty 


HALL’S BAZAAR AND DRESS FORMS for Doping 
Dresses, Corsets made to order—perfect fit guaranteed. 
Waist linings cut for 25c. 

426 1-2 Yonge St., Just South of College St. 


CANADIAN SECRET SERVICE 


Under Government sa. Head Offices, Temple 
™ Building, Montreal, 


Legitimate detective work done at reasonable rates and 
performed in an honorable manner. Nothing done that in 
any way interferes with the marital relations, 

JOHN A. GROSE, 

Box 1909, Montreal. Manayer. 


LESSONS IN PHRENOLOGY 


Examinations, Ora or Written. 
MRS, MENDON, 238 McCaul Street. 


Perf ct-Fitting 





F. H. SEFTON 
172 Yonge LE Nis Simpson's 
Dry Goods Store 
OFFICE HOURS—8 A.M. TO 9 P.M. 
Cp GU ead 


Also Continuous Gum Sets. ions knewn to 
modern dentistry practiced. = 


CHAS. P. LENNOX 
Yonge Street Arcade ~ - 
Telephone 1846 


Room B 





EETH WITH OR 
WITHOUT A PLATE 
oe ia Vitalized air for painless 
C. H. RIGGS, cor. King and Yonge 


C. V. SNELGROVE 


Dental Surgeon, 97 Carlton St., Toronto 
New Procese—Porcelain Fillings and Porcelain Crowns 
; Telephone 3031 


DR. MCLAUGHLIN 
DENTIST 


Corner College and Yonge’ Streets 
Special attention to the preservation of the natural teeth. 











R G. TROTTER 
3 Surgeon Dentist 
14 Carlton St. - - Toronto 


Office hours—9 a.m. to 5 p.m., 7 to 10 p.m. 


MUSIC 


We beg to say that we are in a position to supply all the 
Latest and Most Popular Music 


AT FROM 
25 to 50 Per Cent. Less 
than publishers’ regular prices. 
F. W. NYE & CO. 


THE ROSSIN HOUSE NEWS DEPOT 
1837 King St. West 


your sons and daughters 

in Shorthand, Ty; pewriting, 

Bookkeeping, Penmanship, 
and all commercial branches, 


Canadian Business University 
"THE ASSOCIATED ARTISTS 


SCHOOL OF ART AND DESIG 


Antique, Life and Painting Classes 
Daily 
Applications may be made at the rooms, M amd N, 


Yonge Street Arcade. 
Large stock of Decor- 


ROSE ated Palms. Wedding 


Flowers. Cheapest in the city. 


H. SLIGHT 


TEL, 3280. 407 Yonge Street 











sRAND TRUNK RAILWAY 
The Old and Popular Rail Route to 


MONTREAL, DETROIT, CHICAGO 


And all Principal Points in 


GANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 


It is tively the only line from 
rated Pullszarre Palace 


Toronto 
Buff. Parlor 
Sars, electric Speed, safety, Civility. <p 
For bles, ets and reliable information 
spply at the city ticket offices. 


P. J. SLATTER, City Passenger 
Jorner King and Yonge streets and 20 York street, 
Telephone Nos. 484 and 436. . 


WINTER TOURS 


Bermuda, Nassau, Florida, Jamaica, 
Cuba, California, Britis Colum- 
bia, Colorado, Texas 
A. F. WEBSTER, 58 Yonge St. 


GENERAL TICKET AGENT. 


AUTOHARPS 
1 
5 Bar - . e 


= 6.00 
4 Bars, 9 Chords . 12.50 
5 Bars, 11 Chords - = 15.00 
5 Bars, 13 Chords - 25.00 


Largest stock in Canada of 


Violins, Guitars, Banjos, Ac- 
cordeons, Concertinos, &c. 
Everything in the Musical line, 

Sheet Music, Music Books. Every- 

thing up to the times and at the 

right prices. 


WHALEY, ROYCE & (0. 


MUSIC DEALERS 
158 Yonge Srteet, Toronto 


FRANK L. SANAGAN & CO. 
THE NOBBY TAILORS 
YONGE STREET 


J. W. Cheeseworth 


TAILOR AND DRAPER, 
106 King St. West 


241 





A Complete Assortment or 


Fall and Winter Goods 


fuitable for Gentlemen’s present wear 


N.B.—The public shouli call and see our Cheviote and 
Scotcn Tweeds, suitable for Double-breasted Sack Suits. 


HIGH CLASS PORTRAITS 


Oile. Water Color and Crayon 


VEST END ARTSTUDIO 
3754 Spadina Avenue, Toronto 


Mre. A. 8. Daviee, Mies M, F. Bryans, Artistes 


Opal and Ivorine Portraits a Specialty 
Instructions given in portraits and decorative art on 
china, satin and glaes. Fr specimens, terms, etc., call at 
ab we address. 





McCAUSLAND & SON'S 
WALL PAPER 


IMPORTATIONS 


ARE UNEXCELLED FOR VARIETY AND EEAUTY 
OF DESIGN. ALL GRADES AND PRICES 


76 KING STREETS WEST 
TORONTO 


Trunks and Valises 
SATCHELS and PURSES 


Best Goods. Lovwest FPrices 


CG. ©. POMEROY 


4? King Strect West TORONTO 


55 CENTS 


The small purchase amounting to 55c.— 
fifty-five cents, for which a numbered re- 
ceipt or voucher is given, may win the 

rize of the watch worth one thousand 

ollars—$1000. Americans aswell as Cana- 
dians wil! please note the fact. This said 
watch is the finest in America as a mechani- 
cal work of art. Send for circulars. 


RUSSELL’S 


9 King Street \ West, Toronto 





JAs. Cox & SON 


838 Yonge Street 


PASTRY COOKS AND CONFECTIONERS 


Lunchecn and ice Cream Parlors 





About the Gentler Sex. 

Several gentlemen were discussing the ques- 
tion—W hat do women like best to do? 

‘*To get married,” said one. 

** To be in love,” said another. 

“They would rather dance,” remarked a 
fourth. 

“* What's the matter with poston on finery ?” 

‘ Shopping,” 8 sted a fifth. 

An elderly gentleman finally remarked: 
“ The female sex like all the things you have 
mentioned, but my experience teaches me 
there is one thing they prefer over all, and 
that’s ‘ to boss the shanty.’” 

**Kerrect |” replied the others, in a chorus.— 
Texas Siftings. 








Why Small Game Was Preferred. 

Friend— Well, Mose, I see your fondness for 
chickens has got you into trouble again. Why 
can't you eat something else ? 

Tne Culprit—’Deed, Mar’s Brown, I would, 
cheerfully ; but how's a poo’ n to carry a 
whole sheep off under his jacket? Does der 
law require imposserbilities 
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UNCLE 


TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 


JHRRY. 





By D. 4. McKELLAR. - 





A few years ugo, said my friend, Tom 
Crooks, the artist, I was en to make a 
number of illustrations for a story of rural life. 
As I had lived in the city all my days and had 
visited the country but rarely, and during the 
summer only, I resolved that I would make 
good use of the Christmas holiday week. I had 
an uncle named Tigner, who lived with his 
family on a farm about a hundred miles out of 
Toronto—you know my mother was a Tigaer. 
Well, I made up my mind to leave the festive 
gaieties of the city for one Christmas and ge 
out to visit my uncle and aunt, and also make 
some sketches which would be useful to me in 
illustrating the story I had in hand. 

I was a pretty gay boy in those days and it 
was not without much regret that resisted 
the solicitations of all the rest of the “‘ boys 
and stuck to my resolution of forsaking for 
once the Christmas revelries of my Bohemian 
companions. That time, however, pleasure 
was to be sacrificed to work. 4 

I should not be able to recognize my uncle 
nor would he know me if we met face to face 
on the street. But I had often heard my mother 
speak of his generous disposition and I pre- 
sumed on my relationship and his hospitable 
nmaiure to be well received. My experience 
of country life, however, led me to expect that 
it would require all my artist's enthusiasm to 
overcome the almost intolerable dulness of that 
week. [ also expected to find my uncle much 
the same as other farmers I had met—in fact I 
thought all farmers were alike—a dull, stupid 
man intensely narrow-minded and holding very 
serious scruples against everything that we 
young city fellows were in the habit of calling 
“fun.” My grandfather and grandmother 
were Methodists, and I expected to find 
my uncle Jerry a member of the same 
body with a penchant for prayer meet- 
ings and down on everything in the 
shape of intoxicating beverages. I was de- 
termined to find out for myself, however, and 
did not allow these forebodings to shake my 


‘Hold on, hold on now, never mind 
the Grits any more,” said Morrow, cut- 
ting Uncle Jerry off short, ‘‘ we've had 
enough politics for one night, I reckon. 
Here Dick, jist give these fellus a toothful 
o’ somethin’, What air you goin’ to hev, 
boys?” 

“T’ll try a leetle o’ that dewdrop o’ yourn, 
I guess,” said Uncle Jerry, with a resigned air. 
‘Taint likely you city fellus ’re ust to much 
but some fancy drinks, eh?” 

** Well,” I said, determined to keep on the 
safe side, in spite of my shattered idol. ‘‘.I’m 
not in the habit of indulging much myself in 
any kind of drink.” 

* No, ’spose not,” said Steele. 
all the better fur that.’ 

‘*Well, now,” said Uncle Jerry, deliber- 
ately, “rawing the sleeve of his shaggy over- 
coat across his mouth. ‘‘ Seems to mea leetle 
drop o’.good licker don't do a man no harm on 
acold night like this, ’specially when he’s got 
to go three or four miles, like we hev to, Tom. 
Let's hev another, ’n then we'll pull out ’n be 


Wal, you’re 


‘“ Another” was followed by another and 
another and another, and the only variation 
from “rye” was “hot whisky.” I did not see 
fit to make my own portion more mild than 
the others were taking, for in those days I con- 
fess I was rather proud of my large capacity for 
strong waters. ut I had never experienced 
till that time the blighting influence of rural 
beverages. The way that ‘‘dewdrop” perme- 
ated my system was miraculous. Three min- 
utes, I iadae, after I had swallowed the last 
glass I felt my speech thickening, my eyesight 

wing dim, and when I tried to take a step I 
urched heavilv against the bar. I knew I had 
taken too much, and suggested to my urcle 
that we had better go. f 

‘**Let's jist hev another drop ‘fore we go,” he 
clamored, ‘‘ jist wan more.” 

One more I knew would make me helpless, 
so I laid my hand on his arm to lead him away. 


regolution. So I wrote my uncle aletter telling | Just then a wave of enthusiasm went through 


him I intended to trespass on his kindness to 
the extent of a week’s visit and hoped he could 
meet me at the station when I arrived. 

With some necessary clothing and some 
simple sketching material in my small valise, I 
got on the train at the Union Station about 
noon on the day before Christmas. The train 
was timed to land me at Burrville, a country 
hamlet and the nearest station to my uncle's 
place, about eight o'clock the same evening. 

On my journey I kept thinking of the place 
to which I was going and speculating on 
the kind of reception I should get and the 
sort of time I should have. When the train 
stopped at the small stations on the route 
I amused myself by looking at the farmers 
assembled there and trying to pick out from 
among them one who might resemble Uncle 
Jerry. Inoticed the types and tried to forma 
composite individual. I succeeded. Long be- 
fore I got to Burrville I had Uncle Jerry's 
ture as clearly defined in my mind asif I had 
him in my sketch. book. He was tall and bony 
with bent shoulders, shaggy hair and beard 
and a hard, set, serious face, which seemed a 
reproof to even the thought of asmile. “ He's 
one of those straight-laced old Methodists, I'll 
bet,” thought I to myselt, ‘‘ who'll freeze me 
with a look and ring in a text on me 
if I happen to let slip a word that is 
not strictly orthodox. I know them; they're 
all alike, these grangers. But I'll suit him. 
I'll be a Roman among Romans, as good as 
they make them, and I'll just keep mighty 
quiet about my little frolics with the boys in 
town.” 

We arrived at Burrville and I got off. The 
station master delivered the train orders to 
the driver, the whistle blew and the train was 
gone. I took alook around. The station house 
was a small wooden box, with a kitchen to the 
rear for the use, I supposed, of the agent’s 
family. The two or three red and blue lights 
in the semaphores shone brightly in the 
frosty air. Beyond and all around were the 
snow-covered fields and farther off the woods. 
Down the road by which stood the station, at a 
short distance I could see the lights of the vil- 
lage. The quiet was intense. I listened ; 
there was not a sound save the fitful bark of a 
dog, a jingle of sleigh bells and the fast dim- 
inishing roar of the train—the last link, as I 
thought then, that bound me to civilization. A 
wave of loneliness came over me and I called 
rayself a fool for coming. 

entered the forlorn little waiting-room. It 
had a box-stove in the centre of the floor, a 
hugh wood-box in the corner and walls covered 
with lithographic advertisements of different 
railroads. But the room was unoccupied. 

*‘Have you seen Mr. Tigner—Mr. Jeremiah 
Tigner—here this evening?” I enquired of the 
stationmaster. 

‘Jerry Tigner? 
night,” he replied. 

‘That's strange! I expected him to meet me 
here. Is there any place in the village where I 
could be accommodated with a night’s lodging 
and supper?” 

“Oh, yes; Dick Redferd’s tavern’s jist down 
there astep. He'll put you up.” 

I thanked him for his information and sought 
Dick Redford’s, which I soon found by the sign 
—REpFoRD Hovuse—painted on the wall. When 
I entered the bar-room, there were three men 
standing at the bar, and the proprietor was 
just putting away three small glasses. None 
but the landlord noted my entrance, as the 
discussion was animated. The loudest and 
most persistent talker of the three was a little, 
corpulent man, with a rubicund nose projecting 
froma round, pleasant looking face, shaven clean 
except for a fringe of grizzled beard running 
round under thechin. Another fringe of hair 
projected from the rim of the faded yellow fur 
cap which he wore and had long worn, evi- 
dently, as the skin was exposed in patches 
here and there. 

“Talk about the Grits doin’ anythin’ fer this 
country,” I heard him say as I explained to the 
landlord who I was and what I wanted. 
** Needn’t talk to me like that! ’S long ’s the 
Grits ‘ll lect sich men ’s that felluh Blank 
they'll never git inteh power. That man ain’t 
any fitter to be in parliment thanI be. He’d 
better be to home spuddin’ thissles on that fifty 
of hisn ’stead of lettin’’em go to seed like he 
did last summer. That's all he’s good fer, an’ 
he ain’t fit fer that. My father never voted 
Grit in his life and, by jiminy, neither did I nor 
I hain’t goin’ to. Didn’t the Grits raise a rebel- 
lion in 37, an’ darned if they -——” 

“‘ Jerry |” said the landlord, ‘‘ Jerry !” 

“* Hullo!” exclaimed the little man, stopping 
short in his speech and looking oeamt sur- 

rised. ‘“* Here's a gen'leman wants to see you, 

guess,” said the landlord. 

** And this is Uncle Jerry,” was the thought 
that flashed through my mind as I looked on 
the comical little man whose eyes shone like 
electric lights in his ruddy face. 

** Are you my Uncle Jerry?” I asked, extend- 
ing my hand. 

**My sister Mattie’s boy, sure’s guns,” he 
exclaimed. ‘“‘ Well, by gum, how you've 
growed's a fright "he had not seen me within 
my recollection—‘‘I came just as near 
fergettin’ all about you, but yeh see,” 
he added, apologetically, still shaking me 
by the hand, “ my friends here, Mr. Steele an’ 

r. Morrow—this is my sister Mattie’s son 
Tom from Toronto, who’s come out to see 
us—we got into a leetle bit of an argyment on 
pe an’ I got a leetle warmed up an’ I guess 

was gittin’ a leetle the upper hand an’——’ 

** Don’t know "bout that,” inte Steele. 
““Yeh didn’t get over that argyment of mine 
about the Pacific Scandal.” 

” ment about the Pacific Scandal!” 
sno Uncle Jerry, “I don’t call that no 
amgyment at all. Ef you jist git down to rock 

facts you'll find that the Grits was the 
cause of it, fer wasn’t it them ——” 


No, sir, I haint sin ‘im to- 


ee oe 


ee est ja a ie EE SS Se 


me. I dropped my valise and throwing my 
arms around the little man’s neck I gurgled in 
his ear that he was the jolliest old uncle I ever 
struck and that I just thought Id stay with 
him alJl winter. 

Uncle Jerry looked idiotically at Steele and 


Morrow. with tears in his shining eyes and 
— “Thish my, sishter at’s son 
om.” 


That settled it. There was no more said, and 
=" we marched solemnly towards the 

oor. 

The landlord had brought around the horse 
while we had been talking, and very soon we 
were in the cutter and started on the road to 
our destination under the guidance of Uncle 
Jerry’s faithful old horse, Paul. 

The drive through the sharp, frosty air soon 
had the effect of clearing my impressionable 
young brain and making me quite conscious of 
what was epee} but not so with Uncle 
Jerry. Throwing his left arm around my neck 
he said in a voice, the thickness of which the 
keen air of that frosty night could not cut. 

me tot time since we’ve met be- 
fore, aint it? But I like you, Tom, all the same, 
an’ I guess you like Uncle Jerry pretty well, 
too, don’t you?” 

On being assured that he was my ideal uncle 
he continued in a low confidential tone, 
**Y’see, Tom, some 0’ these folks 'round here ‘re 
down on me, cos I don’t go to church every 
Sunday and to pra’er meetin’, but ’t seems to 
me ef a fellah pays his debts, d’ye see, and acts 
square by his neighbors, there ain’t much fear 
o’ him, eh? G'lang, Paul! D?’j’ever see a 
horse stepped out better’n that? He’s goin’ on 
to twenty year old, raised him m’self from a 
colt, an’ he’s jist as spry ’s anythin’ round these 
corners, I tell yeh.” 

With much incoherent chat of this kind, de- 
livered with all seriousness, Uncle Jerry made 
short our journey. We turned a corner, and 
the old horse pricked up his ears and quick- 
ened his gait. He knew he was on the 
* home stretch,” and in a short time whirled 
us up a lane and was prevailed upon to 
stop — the gate which led to the kitchen 
door. mmy, the hired boy, came out witha 
lantern and took charge of him while Uncle 
Jerry and I made the best of our way into the 
house. Before Sammy drove off, however, 
Uncle Jerry enquired of him ina confidential 
whisper if there was ‘‘ enybody in.” 

**Nobuddy, but Miss’s Tigner,” replied 
Sammy. 

Although I could feel that my head was not 
quite as clear as it should be I thought I was 
quite capable of handling myself creditably, 
both physically and mentally. So it was with 
some impatience and much amusement that I 
watched Uncle Jerry’s dignified attempt to 
usher me in properly. He closed the door 
carefully, then turning to the thin faced 
woman, who for half a minute had been watch- 
ing us narrowly, he extended his palm to- 
wards me and said in a sepulchral tone: 
‘Jane, thish Tom, m’ sisher Matt’s boy, 
brought ’m up frum village.” 

*“*T suppose you are my Aunt Jane,” I said, 
shaking her hand. 

** Yes, I spose I am,” she said, an’ I'm right 
glad to see you, even if you do come in sich 
company, but we’re ust enough to that. Just 
gimme your overcoat and cap an’ make yourself 
comfortable with sich as we have to give you. 
*Taint much, but ye’r welcome to it. ou're a 
nice feller,”—turning to her husband—“ to git 
in a state like this when you’re bringin’ home 
strangers with you from Yeh ought 
to be ’shamed o’ yerself. 

‘* Well, Jane,” said Uncle Jerry, making a 
brave attempt to hold up his head, “ thish 
Chrismus, y’ know.” 

“Well, even if ‘tis Chrismus yeh might 
keep away from Dick Redford’s,” replied Aunt 
Jane, smiling at his comical appearance in spite 
of her vexation, ‘‘ an’ now the sooner yeh git to 
bed the better.” 

As soon as he had gone to bed she set to 
work to prepare some supper for me, all 
the while relating her trials with Uncle 
Jerry and denouncing hotel keepers in gen- 
eral and Dick Redford in particular. ‘‘ He 
don’t get like this very offen,” she said, 
“but as sure’s there’s an ‘lection goin’ 
on fer reeve ’r{member o’ parliament, he jist 
gets down there to Dick’s with some o’ them 
loafers round the village an’ as sure’s he does 
he jist comes home like this,” 

f course I assented to all she said. But 
while she was speaking as I sat by the hot 
stove, I felt myself getting very drowsy and 
objects about me grew indistinct. When I 
moved to the table and started to eat, I began 
to realize that the ‘“‘dewdrop” had not yet en- 
tirely relaxed its grip on me. Tom had come 
back from the barn by this time and he seemed 
like a hideous satyr to my vision as he sat be- 
side the stove and grinned when he saw me try- 
ing my best to spread a piece of cheese on my 
bread. When I spilt my cup of tea on the clean 
white cloth he could not repress a laugh, and I 
not'cel him retire discreetly behind the stove, 
wile Aunt Jane stopp her lecture and 
lo ket at me with unmixed astonishment. 
Huw I got to bed that night is a very hazy 
recollection with me, but get there I did some- 
how and was not long falling asleep. 

“You must be about ready to hev somethin’ 
to eat, by this time,” said Uncle Jerry next 
morning, looking in at my door with a broad 
smile on his round face. ‘‘How’re yeh 
feelin’ ?” 

“Pretty tough !” I replied, as indeed I was. 
‘*P’raps yeh better 4 leetie o’ this,’ said 
the old man entering the room and cautious! 
pee a little flask out of his pocket. *“ 

air o the same dog cures the bite, you know.” 

After trying ‘‘a hair”—for it was ‘“‘dew- 
drop” that the flask contained—I got up in 
time to join the family at dinner. 

‘I jist kep’ the turkey fer supper,” said Aunt 


oronto. 







































Jane, with asmile, in which lurked n uch cov- 
ert sarcasm, ‘‘fer I thought p'raps you an’J erry 
would relish it better then than fer dinner. 

The afternoon I spent looking around the 
farm yard and making afew sketches which 
were things of unconcealed wonder to Aunt 
Jane and her brown-eyed, sixteen-year-old 
daughter, Lizzie, who was their only childs 

“Well, I swan,” exclaimed Aunt Jane, as 
she looked at my sketches, making at the same 
time that chirping sound, which is pro- 
duced by pressing thé tongue against the 
upper teeth and suddenly withdrawing it, a 
sound which indicates surprise, ‘“‘it jist beats 
me however you kin do that—an’ with nothing 
but a common lead pencil, too,” 

Uncle Jerry had disappeared. As it began to 
grow dark, and Sammy came in from the barn 
after “‘ doing the chores,” Aunt Jane began to 
get restless, 

““T wonder,” she said, and she looked wist- 
fully down the road that ran villageward, “‘I 
wonder if that man aint just gone down to that 


place again. Was Jerry at the barn with you 
this om Sammy?” 
* Yuh.” 


**Do you know where he’s gone to?” 

““Nuh!” with a shake of his head and a 

**Tt’s jist ’s likely ‘s not.he’s gone down there 
agin,” she said. ‘* Well, I'll jist wait fifteen 
minutes more, ‘n if he don’t come we'll sit to 


ogee 
fore the fifteen minutes were up, however, 
Uncle Jerry came in smiling. 

‘* Where ’ve yer bin, keepin’ supper waitin’ 
this way till the turkey’s nearly spiled ?” asked 
Aunt Jane sharply, 

‘** Yer appetites ‘ll be all the better fer a little 
wait,” retorted her husband. ‘I’ve jist bin 
over helpin’ Yorkie kill a couple o’ hogs.” 

** Oh, yes, you're allus hejpin’ that man, ’n its 
little thanks yeh git fer it.” 

‘“*Never mind, Jane,” said Uncle Jerry 
soberly, ‘‘ we'll git square. I got thirteen pigs 
out there I’m ged to kill soon, ’n you can git 
his wife to help you sew them carpet rags °’ 
yourn. 

**Oh, yes, you talk n’ talk about gittin’ oqeer 
’n yeh never git square with that man. e'li 
hev somethin’ todo to home when you want 
any help.” 

** Well, well, it’s a good thing we can get lots 
of others to help us, anyway. But yeh better 
bring on that turkey afore I lose my appetite.” 

The turkey was brought on and a fine fellow 
he was, the pick of the flock. And what a feast 
he made with the white, mealy potatoes, fresh 
from the earth-covered pit. 

Uncle J ory was brilliant and Aunt Jane in- 
dulgent. e w reminiscential and told 
of many of the pranks of younger days, 
with frequent references to his “sparking” 
exploits all of which were punctuated by 
winks at me and knowing looks in the direction 
of Aunt Jane. Then I[ threw off my mask and 
told him of some of my tamer “nights out with 
‘the boys,’” all of which caused Aunt Jane to 
say, ‘‘Goodness me! Such extravagance!” 
and Uncle Jerry, to wag his shining pate and, 
with asly wink and a grin at me, which ex- 

ressed more than a book, to say, ‘‘ You’re a 
Bad set, the hull of yeh, ’n y’orto change yer 
ways.” 

‘*Sammie,” said he to the boy who, after sup- 
per, had stretched himself on the lounge in the 
corner, and lay there grunting from the extra- 
ordinary quantity of turkey and potatoes he 
had consumed, “Sammy, slip down cellar ’n 
bring up a pitcher o’ cider, that’s a good boy. 
I got some o’ the best cider in these ee I 
reckon, 'n I want > to get a taste of it. It’s 
jist seven year old.” 

The cider was indeed as 
sented it, being equal to many brands of cham- 
pagne I had sampled. I took care to indulge 
sparingly for I did not want to make a holy 
show of myself again. But Uncle Jerry was 
deterred by no such considerations and took 
frequent ‘‘drops to clear his throat” as he 
talked away on every conceivable subject. His 
tongue wagged faster and at the end of a good 
story he would turn to his wife, who sat gravely 
darning socks across the stove, with a ‘“* How’s 
that, Jinny?” ow I got him to — a 
song of which I can only recall one verse, but 
it wasa good one. Here itis: 

**T live in the mill at the foot of the hill, 

Where the stream runs rippling by, 2 
An’ for ten miles round there cannot be found 
A merrier fellow than I ; 

For I laugh and I sing and I drive away care, 
I’ve enough for my wantsan’ a little to spare. 

If a poor old friend should come my way 

I'd make him as welcome as the flowers in May.” 

‘‘Them’s our principles, aint they, Jinny?” 
he cried across to his wife when he had fin- 
ished. ‘* An’ talkin’ bout millers minds me I 
got to take a grist down to the mill to-morrow 
mornin’.” 

** A good chance for me to pick up some gooé 
sketches,” thought I. ‘I'l! go with you, if you 
don’t mind.” : 

“Course yeh will,” replied Uncle Jerry, ‘an’, 
Sammy, you better fill a couple o’ bags o’ 
ques an’ I'll take ‘em down to Gordon’s, 

hat man hain’t bin well enough teh do a 
stroke o’ work all winter.” 

‘**Yes, An’ ye’ll take some butter down to 
old Hannah’s,” put in Aunt Jane. 

The next day we went to mill and after 
leaving his grist, Uncle Jerry drove up to the 
village to have his horses’ shod and wait for 
ated while I stayed sketching around the 
mill. 

Towards evening it began to snow and when I 
returned to the mill, from which I had wandered 
some distance, I found that Uncle Jerry had 
taken his grist and was to be found up in the 
village. I went straight to the Redford House. 
There I found Uncle Jerry perched upon a 
chair lecturing toan amused and sympathetic 
audience. His face was as red as thesun onan 
Indian summer day, and in this setting his 
eyes twinkled like jewels. The peak of his 
yellow fur cap hung like an awning over his 
left ear. Now and oes he. would stoop to 
emphasize a point by bringing his right fist 
down with a vigorous whack on the bar, at 
which there was much applause. 

**T want to ask yeouw, Mr. Chairman ”—this 
official was purely imaginary—“ if I look ike a 
villyun who'd ask yeh to cast yer frenchises fer 
the wrong party? (Whack). Would I lead y’ 
stray, boys, would 1? P’r’aps I'm a lettle off 
on some things, but when it’s pol’tics you allus 
come with the ole man. (Whack). I'd like 
teh ask yeh what these Grit rascals ever did fer 
Burrville’rferus farmers, us fréeholders? Didn't 
they promise to build a post office an’ never done 
it? (Whack). Didn’t they knock the bottom 
out o’ the market an’ wasn’t it them that 
wanted to fetch the Scott Act in here an’ keo 
us white menfrom sursry our rights? (Whack). 
There's the man fer yeh,” pointing to a portrait 
of Sir John on the wall. ‘‘There’s the grand 
ole patriarch ; there’s the man of good sound 
sense an’ peneeey (whack) that’s made you 
an’ me what we air to-day. Mark yer ballet 
boxes fer him, boys, an’ the country's safe. 
Down wi’ the Grits, sez I boys, an’ let’s s'pport 
the Gover'men’ ’at gives us good crops an’ a 
good price fer wheat ”—here he cones sight of 
me—“ an’ 'f yeh don’t be'lieve me I'll jist call 
on m’ sister tt’s son, Tom, from T’ronto an’ 
he'll tell yeh the ole man ’s sound.” 

On the way home that night Uncle Jerry’s talk 
was qatloely persicen. Noother subject seemed 
worth considering—the welfare of the country 
was at stake. During the course of his talk he 
seemed to think it would be interesting to show 
me how he drove his team on election day bring- 
ingin voters. J} was interested. He jumped up 
in the sleigh box and taking up the slack of the 
lines he leaned forward as far as he could and 
gave Paul and Charlie, his team, the benefit of it, 
at the same time yelling ‘‘G’lang there, what- 
cher doin’, Charlie, wake up there now!” This 
soon started themintoarun and I, the interested 
party, amused myself hanging to the box with 
a death grip as the sleigh bounced over “‘slews” 
or tilted up on a drifted track and dodging the 
snow balis from the horses’ heels as they 
whizzed past my head. I wa’ interested. 

We got home safely, however, and until the 
day came for my departure, Unc e Jerry stayed 
ave gelere and was the same jolly, kind- 
hear old chap that my mother had often told 
When I was going away he drove me 


good as he repre- 


me of, 


rin. ' 







































to the station. words to 
me were, ‘* Try and send that man right straight 
home 'r we'll not see ’m again till all hours o’ 
night.” I promised I would, but as luck would 
have it train was an hour and a half late— 
detained by snowfalls— and Uncle Jerry would 
stay to see me off. 

.I need» scarcely tell you what happened. 
Before the train arrived the rose-bloom of 
Uncle Jerry’s nose was brightened not a little 
by that dewdrop I mentioned before. As he 
ahook* my hand fervently at parting, he laid 
his left hand on my shoulder and — for- 
ward confidentially said: ‘‘ Tom, look here, 
when yeh want teh see a reel good, old- 
fashioned elephant, rs jist come out to Burr- 
ville an’ see yer Uncle Jerry. 

ill P U J F 


Aunt Jane's pariin 





Hipts on Art Silk Needle Work. 


Ladies who are interested in this beautiful work should 
send for a copy of our sixty-four e Book entitled ; Hints 
on Art Needle Work, just published, handsom ly and pro- 
fusely illustrated with patterns of many new and beautiful 


articles; also, st'tches for the new decorative work with our | 


Art Wash Silks now so popular for home fancy work. 1: also 
contains a table of shading for flowers and birds, and much 
information, valuable and instructive, for those who have a 
taste for Silk Embroidery Work. Sent free by mail on re- 
ceipt of six cents in stamps. Belding, Paul &Co , Silk Man- 
ufacturers, Mojitreal. 





How the Officials and Guardians of the Bank 
of England Enjoy Themselves. 


In the basement of the Bank of England is 
the barracks wherein half a hundred soldiers 
are quartered from seven o'clock every evening 
until seven o’clock the next morning for the 
protection of the bank. 

There is alibrary for the use of the men, who 
are also provided with a bountiful supper and 
breakfast, plenty of good tobacco, and enough 
beer to satisfy even a thirsty Lordoner. 

Every night in the year an officer at the head 
of this company of soldiers marches over from 
the Tower of London. At seven o’clock he 
takes possession of the bank. This is a custom 
that dates back sincethe Lord George Gordon 


riots. 

Ali night long these men patrol through the 
halls, courts and offices of the bank, and the 
outside is as carefully guarded. Indeed it may 
be truthfully said that from seven o'clock in 
the morning *‘ The Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street” is as well protected by Her Majesty’s 
soldiers as her Majesty in her palace. 

As there is plenty to eat and drink and a 
good wine cellar to choose from, it is not con- 
sidered a bad post for even an officer, and it 
often happens that late passers-by can hear 
music and song issue from the building, for be 
it known also that the secretary, superintend- 
ent and various officials, with their respective 
families, are compelled to live in the bank. 
-They form a set ot their own, and the young 
ladies give delightful little musicales and teas. 





He Would Prove His Love, 





Amelia (in an insane interval)—Oh, Arthur, 
I fear you do not truly love me! 

Arthur (struck to the heart)—Not love you, 
my darling! What can I do to prove my de- 
votion ? 

Amelia (frantically)—i know not! 

Arthur (after a pause)—Will you—will you 
play something on the piano ?—Puck. 





How They Go Around. 


An American lawyer tells the following 
story of a famous pun : 

I was spending an evening with Mr. Justice 
Willis, who is famed for his knowledge of the 
wit of the English bench and bar. I tried to 
match his stories with such shining specimens 
as I could think of from the contributions of 
our American lawyers, reserving for the last 
the famous pun of Judge Hoar regarding a 
friend of his, ** who,” he said, ‘first got on, 
then got honor and then got honest,” 

To my surprise, Mr. Justice Willis scarcely 
amiled at this sally. Indeed, his manner rather 
savored of offence. 

** That is a good story,” he remarked, dryly, 
“but I fear I must dampen your enjoyment of 
it somewhat by telling you that it was bor- 
rowed from our side of the water. My triend, 
Sir Frederick , one of the most gifted of 
punsters as well as of lawyers,” said Mr. Jus- 
tice Wills, with some severity, ‘‘ made that 
pun originally in my hearing many years ago.” 

Against this viewI protested so valiantly 
that Mr. Justice Willis promised to write to 
Sir Frederick without delay. That gentleman’s 
reply confirmed my own belief. e admitted 
borrowing the pun from America. His letter 
was socharming that I sent it to Judge Hoar. 
I received this reoly : 

“The letter which you were so kind as to 
forward me would once have given me great 
peters, but, alas! it arriv too late. Two 

ays ago, in looking over an old law magazine 
of the date 1827, I came across what I had fond- 
ly believed to be my own pun, likely an old 
one then!” 








A Polite Coachman. 


A wealthy man had engaged a new coach- 
man, who was advised to very polite if he 
intended to keep his place. Accordingly, when 
the master visited the stable the owinn 
dialogue ensued— 

Master— Well, John, how are the horses ? 

Coachman—They are quite well, sir, thank 
you ; and how are you? 


oS 
The Best Part. , 
“What part do you perform in the great 
drama of ike?” asked a wit of a peasant. 
- mind my own business,” was the quiet 
reply. 





If They Were Men. 


New York Truth says: One of the syndi- 
cates in the West recently published a collec- 
tion of women’s views as to what they would 
do if they were men, and on looking over this 
singular exhibit I was struck with the almost 
unanimous tone of vindictiveness in it. The 
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women all talked as'‘if they would “get 
square” with fate, if they had the chance, for 
making men better than women, and most of 
them betrayed a weak and very foolish desira 
to be men tor awhile just to have their fling 
out safely, The fact. is, that the average 
woman is not to be trusted to have her say on 
this question, and if there is not a man—a 
father ora husband—somewhere behind her, 
she is sure to make a mess of it. 





WHAT IS VANITY? 


ARE ALL MEN AND WOMEN VAIN? 


it is Pardonab'e so Far as Personal Beauty is 
Concerned ?—A Letter from Mrs. Laagtry. 


The impression has existed among ignorant 
or prejudiced people that women cr men who 
are particularly neat about their persons or 
= to preserve their personal charms are 
vain. 

We cannot agree to this view. 


It might as 
well be said that men or women who kee 


their 
hands scrupu'ously clean are ‘‘vain”—Nature 
intended crc atures with the “form divine” to 
also have good features and complexions, and 
where they are otherwise the cause may 
found in neglect or suffering caused Py sickness 
or poverty. A manor woman who is willing 
to be hideous or repulsive by having on the face 
blackheads, pimples, tan, liver-spots and other 
like imperfections, must be — ignorant 
or utterly devoid of all the feeling which can 
be described in one quotation—‘ Cleanliness is 
next to Godliness.”—Nothing more disgusting 
can be imagined than a face covered with the 
imperfections referred to—they are worse than 
unclean finger-nails. 

Just think how suggestive they are—What 
must be the effect on one’s lover, one’s husband, 
or one’s friends, It is a matter of duty to pre- 
vent and remove these things, and is in no 
sense an indication of vanity. No woman of 
the world but thoroughly understands the 
ony of a beautiful complexion. 

Read the following letter and rest assured 
that every woman and every girl should use the 
Recamier es In no other way, so 
far discovered, can she appear as nature in- 
tended she should. 

New York, August 14, 1887. 


My Dear Mrs. AYER: I have been fora 

een using your delightful Recamier Prepara- 
ions, and was, as you recollect, one of the first 

to attest to their excellency. While they are 
in no sense of the word cosmetics, of which I 
have a wholesome horror, they do away with 
the need of such meretricious articles and excel 
any preparations for the complexion I have 
ever seen. 

As I wrote you some months since, I use the 
Recamiers “reli ers and believe them to 
be essential to the toilet of every woman who 
desires to retain a fair skin. 

Yours most sincerely, 
LILLIE LANGTRY. 


What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. 

Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous preparations, is made from the reci 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore re and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spot or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
aid as soft as an infant’s, 

Recamier Balm enter pate and simple. 
It is not a whitewash, and unlike most liquids, 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is 
absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to 
the skin. 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 
moth patches; is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 

Recamier Powder is in three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. It is the finest powder ever 
manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentlemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 
guaranteed free from animal fat. This soa 
contains many of the healing ingredients aoe 
in compounding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 

The mier Toilet Preparations are posi- 
tively free from all poisonous ingredients, and 
contain neither lead, bismuth, nor arsenic. 
The following certificate is from the eminent 
Scientist and Professor of Chemistry, Thomas 
B. Stillman of the Stevens’ Institute of 
Technology : 


40 Broapway, New York, Jan., 1887. 
Mrs. H. H. Avyzr. 

Dear Mapam: Samples of your Recamier 
Preparations have been analyzed by me. I 
find that there is nothing in them that will 
harm the most delicate skin, apd which is not 
authorized by the French Pharmacopceia as 
safe and b in preparations of this 
character. 

Respectfully yours, 
Tuomas B, Stinuman, M.Sc., Ph.D. 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
pens, eataee anette. Sg him order 
. order yourself from the Canadian 

office of the Recamier Manufacturi Company, 
374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal. For sale 
in anata. at we" , 1 new by prices : 
ream, $1.50 ; mier Balm, $1.50; 

Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, 31.50" Re: 
camier Soap. scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c ; 
ier Po Small 


di 
Senem, wder, large boxes, $1.00. 
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HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recamier Cream 
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Recamier Powders 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 


Hair Grower and Hair and Sealp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET | 
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TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. ii 





A Page of Napoleon I. 





A French Marshal, de Sainte Croix, oO was 
a page of Napoleon and a favorite of Joséphine 
before he distinguished himself in the army, 

ublished his memoirs, from which I extract 
the following interesting episode : 

Before entering the army I was a page to 
Napoleon the First, but I can assure you chat 
in the house of the Emperor this was no play- 
day affair. When on duty it was necessary to 
remain all day long in the ante-chamber leading 
to the Emperer's private cabinet. with ear alert 
to catch the sharp sound of his bell, by which he 
signalled us to open the door to give exit to 
some important diplomat, or make to enter 
so ne famous gener: 

The hours seemed very long to us, because we 
knew all the illustrious visitors who awaited 
an audience, and their names, appertaining 
already to history, had become too familiar to 
us to produce the least effect. We remarked, 
moreover, the haughty manner of the Emperor 
towards some of his generals, who had been his 
companions in arms, and that he knew how to 
hold them at a distance. Whatever may have 
been their familiarity and their sans facon in 
the bivouac or upon the field of battle, the 
atmosphere of the Tuilleries soon threw a cold- 
ness upon that. It was not then without rea- 
son that people said that the ceremonious man- 
ners and rigorous etiquette of the court of the 
Bourbons were preferable to the austere cold- 
ness and the inflexible stiffness of the imperial 
court. 

The ante-chamber is always the reflection of 

the salon, and all the caprices and levities of 
the great man are quickly imitated by his in- 
feriors. So when he appeared in bad humor a 
shadow of sadness spread over all the house, 
As to us es, we were not long in identify- 
ing ourselves with the mood of the Emperor, 
and our imyertinent manners, no doubt, were 
more detested by visitors than the mrepgne 
speech and searching regard of Napoleon him- 
self. 
As for me, specially, what malicious plea- 
sure I took in stopping Talleyrand as he was 
approaching the ee ae oor, and saying, 
* Pardon, rae mn is Majesty is not able to 
receive you to-day.” 

Or te a duke, ‘“*Monsieur the duke, His 
Majesty has not given the order to permit you 
to enter.” 

You can imagine how disconcerted were 
those whoin I sent back to their place, in the 
midst of the crowd of people soliciting audience, 
the wily diplomat dissembling his embarrass- 
ment under an official smile, and the grave 
marshal blushing with indignation even to the 
whites of his eyes. 

Truth to say, this was all the pleasure our 
position afforded us, though we made ourselves 
thoroughly detested thereby. This ambassa- 
dor, who spoke haughtily in the councils of 
kings, became soft and almost timorous in ap- 

roaching us ; and that general, who would not 
Lave hesitated to charge a battery of artillery, 
showed himself timid as a girl in asking of us 

es a simple question. 
Petne egwer habitually sounded his bell at 
the end of each audience in order that the 
next v.sitor following might enter, after the 
order of arrival, but the list was sometimes 
changed in behalf of important personages. 

One day when I was on duty alist was given 
me. Napoleon was occupied that day with an 
inquiry regarding the naval forces of France, 
and in place of brilliant officers in splendid 
uniforms, the ante-chamber presented an 
array ot uniforms of marine quite ordin- 
ary in appearance. I did not feel greatly 
flattered to be obliged to receive such 
unattractive visitors. The hall was quite 
full by noon, when I saw a little man of 
bronzed face and compact figure enter, dressed 
in a big blouse of blue cloth, like a Breton 
tisherman, secured around bis waist by a rude 
leather belt which supported a huge cutlass. 
His wide pantaloons were rolled up at the bot- 
toms, displaying immense feet dressed in coarse 
biue stockings and wooden shoes. 

In entering he had one hand in his pocket, 
and the other held a broad-brimmed tarpaulin. 
He saluted two or three  flicers in passing, and 
took a seat by the door, and was immediately 
ab: orbed in his reflections. 

“What queer fish is this?” thought I, and 
running my eye down my list I saw that nu- 
1 erons pilots from Havre, Calais and Boulogne 
had teen summoned to Paris to give certain 
infurmation regarding the soundings and 
depths of the sea along the coast. “ Ab, 
thought I, “* the honest fellow has gotten into 
the wrong room,” but there was something so 
original and striking in the ferocious old sea- 
wolf that I decided to let h’m rest in his erior 
and not send him away. I, moreover, noticed 
that his coming had caused something of a 
sensation among the other occupants of the 
room, which amused me. 

While I was regarding him, he took a chew 
of tobacco from an enormous ftabatiere, and 
said: ‘* Look here, boy, you had better tell the 
Emperor that I am waiting to see him. It is 
past noon, and I want to get a bit of a lunch, 

** Have a little patience,” I replied ; ** without 
doubt His Majesty will invite you to dinner. . 

‘So be it,” said he, seriously ; ‘If he doesn’t 
eat too Jate I am his man.” i 

‘*Then you know the Emperor?” : 

““Certes, I knew him when he wasn’t any 
bigger than you are.” tt 

**How happy he will be to see you, said I, 
with difficulty repressing a smile; ‘*T hope 
you have brought your family with you, be- 
cause that would flatter the Emperor im- 
mensely.” 

‘*No,” said the old tar, ‘I have left all my 
family at home. Thecourt would hardly agree 
with us, and we have other things to do be- 
sides spending our time and our money with 
all the people who come here.” ‘ 

** And it is probably more agreeable for you, 
I added, ‘to hunt the wily coddsh and search 
the succulent herring, gathering in a bit of 
drift-wood from a wreck now and then. 

He looked at me for a moment like a tiger 
ready to spring ; but he said nothing. 

‘“*And how many little sea-wolves have you 
in your ocean cave ¢” said 1. 

“Six,” he growled, sullenly ; “and every one 
of them able to hold you out at arm’s length.” 

As he said this the door of the Em 
cabinet opened and Napoleon appeared. He 
took a rapid glance around the hall, and cried 
with flashing eyes : s 

** Who is on duty here?” 

“TI, sire ; Sainte-Croix,” I responded, spring- 
ing from my seat and saluting profoundly. 

** And where is Admiral Truquet? Why has 
he not been sent in to me? : 

He is not here,” said I, tremblinglikea leaf. 

“Stop, young man, not solively. Iam here, 
cried the sailor, rising to his feet. 

“Ah, Truquet, my dear friend,” cried the 
Emperor, placing both hands on the shoulders 
of the old tar, “ how long have you been wait- 
ing 9” 

_ “'Pwo hours and a-half,” he responded, pull- 
ing out a watch as big as a saucer. 

** How ? two hours and a-halt and I not in- 
formed of it ?” 

“'That’s no consequence, sire; I am always 
happy to serve Your Majesty. But if this lad 
hadn't told me that ycu would probably invite 
me to dinner——” 

** He said that, did he?” cried Napoleon, giv- 
ing me a savage glance: ‘* Very well—yes-- 
Truquet, you dine with me to-day. And you, 
he added, turning to me, Bn dare to talk like 
that? Call the guard! Captain, arrest this 
fellow. He is disgraced, and will no longer be 
soe of mine, Out of my presence, Monsieur ! 

ez!” ; 

That evening I found myself at Sainte- 
Pelagie, where three weeks cf prison on bread 
and water taught me to remember my first in- 
terview with the Emperor. 

y second interview was no more happy 
than the first, My benefactress, Empre-s 
Josephine, had finally obtaincd my pardon, and 
I had been ‘sent to Saint Cloud awaiting the 
time when the Emperor might forget my exist - 
ence, It was a Siberia for me for, at Saiut- 
Cloud, there was neither court nor reception, 
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Paris at the early dawn. 
him. 


the sacred place. 


was droll 
sacred to Napoleon, n'est ce pas ? 


When my turn came to hunt the others, 
judge of my surprise when I could find nothing 
I ran here 
and there, and finally, by the pale light of the : 

sed was one of | A citizen of Harlem, who was a proaching 
I crept upon him softly on tip 
toe, and when near enough I suddenly leaped 
upon his shoulders, He lost his equilibrium 
through the fury of my elan, and tell prone 
upon the ground, I rolled over him, yelling 
with laughter, when all at once my supposed 
comrade bounded to his feet, and—horror of 


of them. ‘They had disappeared. 


moon, discovered what I sup 
my comrades. 


horrors—it was the Emperor ! 

His tace, usually pale, was purple with rage, 
and he was unable to offer a word for an instant. 

“Who are you?” he finally cried. 

** Sainte-Croiy, sire,” I responded, falling to 
my knees, half dead with fright. 

‘ Sainte- Croix! Always Sainte - Croix ! 
Come here, young man! Approachez!” he 
howled, suffocated with rage. 

I got up to obey, but before I could take a 
step he seized my shoulders, planted a vigor- 
ous kick on my posterior and cried, “ Allez- 
vous-en!” Get out. 

That is how I quitted the court of the Em- 
peror to join the army, and how I became mar- 
shal of France.—Texas Siftings. 
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The Fiend of the Car. 


About the middle of the car was a lady and a 
boy about five years of age, evidently mother 
and son. The train had scarcely moved out of 
the depot before the boy began to cut up, run- 
ning up and down the aisle and making 
remarks to passengers. The mother called to 
him several times and finally said: 

** James, I shall certainly tell your father,” 

** How can you when he’s run away and no- 
body knows where he is?” replied the boy. 





This settled the mother for a time, but when- 


the boy sought to raise a window she leaned 
forward and said : 

** James, I shall surely punish you!” 

“If you do I'll tell that a policeman arrested 
grandpa,” he retorted. 

She let him alone for another interval, but as 
he began to worry a bird in a cage, which one 
pba passengers was transporting, she sternly 
said: 

‘** James, come here!” 

“Not now.” 

“ Right off! You are a bad boy, and I shan’t 
let you come with me again.” 





CUPID’S HARNESS. 


Most women naturally look forward to 
matrimony as their proper sphere in life, but 
they should constantly bear in mind that a 
fair, rosy face, bright eyes, and a healthy, 
well-developed form, are the best passports 
to a happy marriage. All those wasting dis- 
orders, weaknesses, and functional irregulari- 
ties peculiar to their sex, destroy beauty 
and attractiveness and make life miserable. 
An unfailing specific for these maladies is to 
be found in Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription. 


It is the only medicine for women, sold by 
druggists, under a positive guarantee 
from the manufacturers, that it will give 


satisfaction in every case, or money will be re- 
funded. This guarantee has been printed on 
the bottle-wrappers, and faithfully carried 
out for many years. $1.00 per Bottle, or Six 
Bottles for $5.00. 


Copyright, 1888, by WORLD’s Drs. MED, Ass’N. 


DR. PIERCE’S PELLETS 


Purely Vegetable ! 
Perfectly Harmless ! 


UNEQUALED AS A LIVER PILL. 


Smallest, Cheapest, Easiest to take. 
One tiny, Sugur-coated Pellet a dose, Cures 
Sick Headache, Bilious Headache, Constipa- 
tion, Indigestion, Bilious Attacks, and all de- 
rangements of the Stomach and Bowels. 
25 cents a vial, by druggists. 
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floor until four or five o’clock in the morning. 
There the Emperor worked alone, returning to 
But we never saw 


One April night a number of us boys—all 
exiles like myszif, were discussing our hard 
fate, when some one proposed that, to pass 
away the time, we go to the little private gar- 
den, separated from the park, and reserved for 
the Emperor alone. The hour when he was in 
the habit of coming there was passed and there 
was nu danger of encountering him. For an 
hour or more we wandered therein, and then a 
daring lad suggested that we play leap-frog in 
The idea was welcomed with 
enthusiasm and the play commenced immedi- 
ately, amid joyous peals of boyish laughter. It 
to play leapfrog in the pathway 

















** Yes. you will,” 

“Ths Mie hat th 

‘Then [ll tell that the reason papa ran awa 
is because Mr, Davis came ‘our house o 
much!” 

This prostrated the mother, and she began to 
read, and had nothing further to say, while the 
boy roamed up and down the car unchecked 
until he finally fell asleep on a vacant seat. He 
had one more shot in reserve, however. As he 
lay down he called out: 

** Say, mamma, wake me up when we get to 
grandma's. I want. to hear her swear and take 
on because papa turned her out doors last 
summer!” 


KENNEDY'S 


LADIES $250 sHor 


Fine French Kid and Dongola Kid, Opera and Com- 
mon Sense Toes ; all sizes. 

Be sure and ask for the $2.50 shoe advertised in The 
Saturday Night. 


186 YONGE STREET 


XMAS PRESENTS—1889 


WE have now opened 
out full lines of the fol- 
lowing Dressing Cases 
and Toilet Bags that 
have been bought di- 





A Delicate Question. 


Waggish Friend—- Where to get that—— 

Spriggins (zasping)—Eh? ha—— 

‘**That hat ?” 

“Ob! Hat? Of course, of course! Bought 
it around the corner. I was afraid you were 
going to ask me where I got this umbrella.” 











It Will Ever be Thus. 


the railroad depot, followed by a dog, halted 
and picked up a stone and flung it at the can- 
ine with the exclamation : 

‘You good-for nothing cur, but I'd like to 
knock your head off!” 

Just then a man came down a side street, 
followed by a second dug, and halted to say: 

‘I’ve got another such cur here, He isn’t 
worth his weight in soap grease.” 

oe ape mine this very night!” 

‘‘And I'm going to throw mine under the 
locomotive.” 

‘* Say,” said the second man, after a moment’s 
thought, “ call your cur up here and let's get 
‘em to fighting.” 

“Good idea. Here, Jep—Jep—Jep! Come 
here, doggie!” 

The dog cautiously approached, and as the 
two animals began growling and walking 
around each other a sudden ‘ Stuboy” brought 
a climax, and they began fighting. Both men 
laughed, but it wasn’t aminute before the first 

; man, whose dog was underneath, kicked the 
| dog on top. 

** Hold on, now. Give my dog a fair show!” 
shouted the other. 

* He’s the biggest.” 

“No he ain't! Don’t you kick my dog 
again!” 

“I’m a good mind to kick his owner !” 
| ** I'd like to see you try it!” 

*T can doit!” 

‘* You're a liar!” 

And with that they began whaling away at 
each other with great vigor ending after five 
minutes ina draw. Meanwhile the dogs had 
quit and disappeared. 

‘‘Tallow no one to kick my dog!” gasped 


rect from the manu- 





facturers at very close 


figures : 











one, as he wiped at his bloody nose. Moroe i j a o oe = 
‘‘And no living man can call me a liar!” 7 ™ oreering Case, cOntAEEINg . ores $ 2.50 
growled the other, ashe held his black eye. ~~ - ° - 3.75 
“T'll see you again!” 
‘** And I'll see you!” 7 in 7 v a4“ a ” = = 9.00 
ee 66 “eé 18 es an = - 12 00 
Who He Was. “6 66 66 66 22 “ec e 16 00 
Jobson—I tell yoa what it is, old man, there ie aa P cs ; 
x are some people pigheaded beyond belief, . a — - - - 25.00 
ere’s a fellow who has had a new overcoat o ‘ 
mine for weeks and won't give it to me. zr ei (extra quality) 25 ‘ - - : - 35.00 
ee ee > this ungentlemanly fellow ? = Toilet Bags RE - - - 50.00 
obson—My tailor, : s , 
7 **(sterling silvertops)32 ‘ - : ° - 75.00 


The above are fitted to suit either Lady or Gentleman, and our stock 
is not confined to above variet’es. We have a choice assortment of otter 
gooas suitable for Xmas and New Year’s presents. 


H. KH. CLARKE & CoO. 
105 King Street West 


Gurney Hot Water Heater 








CARPET STRETCHER, 


Never injures the carpet or pulls a thread out of place. 
Simple to use; will never break. Lay your own carpets 
without trouble. For sale by hardware dealers or sent to 
GILMOUR & CO., Montreal. 


any address on receipt of $2. 


FLORENCE SILK MITTENS 


The ENGRAVING show 
- latest style Mittens made 
from 


FLORENCE 


Knitting Si 
nitting Silk 
Lined throughout, wrist and 
back, with silk. They make 
a most durable and fashion- 
able article for Ladies’ wear. 

Sent to any address on re- 
ceipt of $2. Colors—Black, 
navy blueand brown. Three 
other patterns, $1.75, $1.65, 
and $1.50 each. 


FLORENCE HOME 
NEEDLE WORK 


1889 


Contains 96 pages, instruct- 
ing you in Netting, Knitting, 
Tatting and Embroidery, 
each subject fully illustrated, 
sent by mail for 6 cents in 
stamps. ' 


SILK CO. 


The only one having a WATER BASE. 


a) 
ss 


Water through THE ENTIRE FIRE-POT 
SURFACE. 


Water in EVERY SURFACE exposed io 
the atmosphere, excepting the feed and 
c'eaning doors. 


We challenge comparison. 


The E. & C. Gurney Co., Ltd. 


TORONTO HAMILTON MONTREAL WINNIPEG 


(CARTERS |The Latest Novels 


ITTLE 
IVER 7 
PILLS. 


CURE 


** ASTARTE” ° é 
Sick Headache and relieve all the troubles inci 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 
Dizziness, Nausea. Drowsiness, Distress after 
eating, Pain in the Side, &a While their most | 
remarkable success has been shown in curing 


SICK sis 


Headache, yet Carter's Lirrte Liver Pius 
are equally valuable in Constipation, curinz 
and preventing this annoying complaint, while 
they also correct all disorders of the stomach, 
stimulate the liver and regulate the bowels. 
Even if they only cured 


HEAD 


Ache they would be almost priceless to those 
who suffer from this distressing complaint; 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 
they will not be willing to do without them. 
But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the bane of se many lives that here is where | 
we make our great boast. Our pills cure it } 
while others do not. | 
Carter's Lrrrue Liver Pits are very small 
and very easy to take. One or two pills make 
a dose. They are strictly vegetable and do | 
not gripe or purge, but by their gentle action | 
| 
| 















CORTICELLI 


ST. JOHN’S, P. @. 


By The Duchess 

- By 8. Baring Gould 

By Alfred Delvan 

Canadian Copyright Editions 
AT ALL BOOKSTORES 





THE NATIONAL PUBLISHING COMP’V 


TORONTO 





Its Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world, 


Tf interested, send for full report 
GEO BENGOUGH. 26 King Stree! East 


| BEMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 
| 


SOLID GOLD PLATED, 


To introduce our Watches, Jeweiry, 
aes &c., &c., for GO days we will send this 
Z| \W fine, heavy gold-plated Ring to any ad- 
» ra dress on receipt of 82 cents in postage 
NN 3 ps; and will also send free one 
mammoth Catalogue of Watehes, Jewel- 
ry, &c., with special terms and induce- 
=* a very fine quality, warranted to 
wear for years, and to acid test, and is only offered at 83 
cents for 60 to introduce our goods. Order Se i 
and get a $2. for 8% cents. CANADIAN WA A 
JBWEI RY CO., 57 & 59 Adelaide St. Bast, Toronto, Ont. 
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TORKRUNTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 





UNCLE JERRY. 





A few years ago, said my friend, Tom 
Crooks, the artist, I was en to make a 


By D. 4. McKBLLAR. - 
. 

‘*Hold on, hold on now, never mind 

the Grits any more,” said Morrow, cut- 

ting Uncle Jerry off short, ‘‘ we've had 


number of illustrations for a story of rural life. 
As I had lived in the city all my days and had 
visited the country but rarely, and during the 
summer only, I resolved that I would make 
good use of the Christmas holiday week. I had 
an uncle named Tigner, who lived with his 
family on a farm about a hundred miles out of 
Toronto—you know my mother was & Tigaer. 
Well, I made up my mind to leave the festive 
gaieties of the city for one Christmas and go 
out to visit my uncle and aunt, and also make 
some sketches which would be useful to me in 
illustrating the story I had in hand. 

I was a pretty gay boy in those ~ and it 
was not without much regret that resisted 
the solicitations of all the rest of the ‘boys 
and stuck to my resolution of forsaking for 
once the Christmas revelries of my Bohemian 
compavions. That time, however, pleasure 
was to be sacrificed to work. : 

I should not be able to recognize my uncle 
nor would he know me if we met face to face 
on the street. But I had often heard my mother 
speak of his generous disposition and I pre- 
sumed on my relationship and his hospitable 
naiure to be well received. My experience 
of country life, however, led me to expect that 
it would require all my artist's enthusiasm to 
overcome the almost intolerable dulness of that 
week. I also expected to find my uncle much 
the same as other farmers I had met—in fact I 
thought all farmers were alike—a dull, stupid 
man intensely narrow-minded and holding very 
serious scruples against everything that we 
young city deliows were in the habit of calling 
“fun.” My grandfather and grandmother 
were Methodists, and I expected to find 
my uncle Jerry a member of the same 
body with a penchant for prayer meet- 
ings and down on everything in the 
shape of intoxicating beverages. I was de- 
termined to find out for myself, however, and 
did not allow these forebodings to shake my 
regolution. So I wrote my uncle a letter telling 
him I intended to trespass on his kindness to 
the extent of a week’s visit and hoped he could 
meet me at the station when I arrived. 

With some necessary clothing and some 
simple sketching material in my small valise, I 
got on the train at the Union Station about 
noon on the day before Christmas. The train 
was timed to land me at Burrville, a count 
hamlet and the nearest station to my uncle's 
place, about eight o'clock the same evening. 

On my journey I kept thinking of the place 
to which I was going and speculating on 
the kind of reception I should get and the 
sort of time I should have. When the train 
stopped at the small stations on the route 
I amused myself by looking at the farmers 
assembled there and trying to pick out from 
among them one who might resemble Uncle 
Jerry. I noticed the types and tried to form a 
composite individual. succeeded. Lone be- 
fore I got to Burrville I had Uncle Jerry's pe. 
ture as clearly defined in my mind asif I had 
him in my sketch. book. He was tall and_ bony 
with bent shoulders, shaggy hair and beard 
and a hard, set, serious face, which seemed a 
reproof to even the thought of asmile. “ He's 
one of those straight-laced old Methodists, I'll 
bet,” thought I to myselt, ‘“‘ who'll freeze me 
with a look and ring in a text on me 
if I happen to let slip a word that is 
not strictly orthodox. I know them; they're 
all alike, these grangers. But I'll suit him. 
I'll be a Roman among Romans, as good as 
they make them, and I'll just keep mighty 
quiet about my little frolics with the boys in 
town.” 

We arrived at Burrville and I got off. The 
station master delivered the train orders to 
the driver, the whistle blew and the train was 
gone. I took a look aronnd. The station house 
was a small wooden box, with a kitchen to the 
rear for the use, I supposed, of the agent’s 
family. The two or three red and blue lights 
in the semaphores shone brightly in the 
frosty air. Beyond and all around were the 
snow-covered fields and farther off the woods. 
Down the road by which stood the station, at a 
short distance I could see the lights of the vil- 
lage. The quiet was intense. I listened ; 
there was not a sound save the fitful bark of a 
dog, a jingle of sleigh bells and the fast dim- 
inishing roar of the train—the last link, as I 
thought then, that bound me to civilization. A 
wave of loneliness came over me and I called 
— a fool for coming. 

entered the forlorn little waiting-room. It 
had a box-stove in the centre of the floor, a 
hugh wood-box in the corner and walls covered 
with lithographic advertisements of different 
railroads. But the room was unoccupied. 

‘**Have you seen Mr. Tigner—Mr. Jeremiah 
Tigner—here this evening?” I enquired of the 
stationmaster. 

‘*‘ Jerry Tigner? No, sir, I haint sin ‘im to- 
night,” he replied. 

‘“*That’s strange! I expected him to meet me 
here. Is there any place in the village where I 
could be accommodated with a night’s lodging 
and supper?” 

“Oh, yes; Dick Redferd’s tavern’s jist down 
there astep. He'll put you up.” 

I thanked him for his information and sought 
Dick Redford’s, which I soon found by the sign 
—REbFoRD HovusE—painted on the wall. When 
I entered the bar-room, there were three men 
standing at the bar, and the proprietor was 
just putting away three small glasses. None 
but tne landlord noted my entrance, as the 
discussion was animated. The loudest and 
most persistent talker of the three was a little, 
corpulent man, with a rubicund nose projecting 
froma round, pleasant looking face, shaven clean 
except for a fringe of grizzled beard running 
round under thechin. Another fringe of hair 
projected from the rim of the faded yellow fur 
cap which he wore and had long worn, evi- 
dently, as the skin was exposed in patches 
here and there. 

‘“‘ Talk about the Grits doin’ anythin’ fer this 
country,” I heard him say as I explained to the 
landlord who I was and what I wanted. 
** Needn’t talk to me like that! 'S long ’s the 
Grits ‘ll ‘lect sich men ’s that felluh Blank 
they'll never git inteh power. That man ain’t 
any fitter to in parliment thanI be. He’d 
better be to home spuddin’ thissles on that fifty 
of hisn ‘stead of lettin’’em go to seed like he 
did last summer. That's all he’s good fer, an’ 
he ain't fit fer that. My father never voted 
Grit in his life and, by jiminy, neither did I nor 
I hain’t goin’ to. Didn’t the Grits raise a rebel- 
lion in 37, an’ darned if they ——” 

“‘ Jerry!” said the landlord, ‘‘ Jerry!” 

** Hullo!” exclaimed the little man, stopping 
short in his speech and looking iene sur- 

rised. ‘* Here's a gen'leman wants to see you, 
guess,” said the landlord, 

** And this is Uncle Jerry,” was the thought 
that flashed through my mind as I looked on 
the comical little man whose eyes shone like 
electric lights in his ruddy face. 

“ Are you my Uncle Jerry?” I asked, extend- 
ing my hand. 

**My sister Mattie’s boy, sure’s guns,” he 
exclaimed. ‘“‘ Well, by gum, how you've 
growed's a fright "he had not seen me within 
my recollection—‘‘I came just as near 
fergettin’ all about you, but yeh see,” 
he added, apologetically, still shaking me 
by the hand, ‘‘ my friends here, Mr. Steele an’ 

r. Morrow—this is my sister Mattie’s son 
Tom from Toronto, who’s come out to see 
us—we got into a leetle bit of an argyment on 

I'tics an’ I got a leetle warmed up an’ I guess 
was gittin’ a leetle the upper hand an’——’ 

“ Don’t know ‘bout that,” interposed Steele. 
““Yeb didn’t get over that argyment of mine 


about the Pacific Scandal.” 
“Argyment about the Pacific Scandal!” 
sn Uncle Jerry, “‘I don’t call that no 


aigyment at all. Ef you jist git down to rock 
m facts you'll find that the Grits was the 
cause of it, fer wasn’t it them ——” 


Re REE: eS 


enough politics for one night, I reckon. 
Here Dick, jist give these fellus a toothful 
0’ somethin’, What air you goin’ to hev, 
boys?” 

“T'll try a leetle o’ that dewdrop o’ yourn, 
I guess,” said Uncle Jerry, with a resigned air. 
5 Taint likely you city fellus ’re ust to much 
but some fancy drinks, eh?” 

** Well,” I said, determined to keep on the 
safe sido, in spite of my shattered idol. ‘I’m 
not in the habit of indulging much myself in 
any kind of drink.” 

* No, ’spose not,” said Steele. 
all the better fur that.’ 

** Well, now,” said Uncle Jerry, deliber- 
ately, drawing the sleeve of his shaggy over- 
coat across his mouth. ‘‘ Seems to mea leetle 
drop o’. good licker don't do a man no harm on 
acold night like this, ’specially when he’s got 
to go three or four miles, like we hev to, Tom. 
— hey another, ’n then we'll pull out ’n be 
off. 
** Another” was followed by another and 
another and another, and the only variation 
from “rye” was ‘‘hot whisky.” I did not see 
tit to make my own portion more mild than 
the others were taking, for in those days I con- 
fess I was rather proud of my large capacity for 
strong waters. ut I had never experienced 
till that time the blighting influence of rural 
beverages. The way that ‘‘dewdrop” perme- 
ated my system was miraculous. Three min- 
utes, I Salles, after I had swallowed the last 
glass I felt my speech thickening, my eyesight 

wing dim, and when I tried to take a step I 
Ferched heavilv against the bar. I knew I had 
taken too much, and suggested to my urcle 
that we had better go. q 

** Let's jist hev another drop fore we go,” he 
clamored, “‘ jist wan more.” 

One more I knew would make me helpless, 
so I laid my hand on his arm to lead him away. 
Just then a wave of enthusiasm went through 
me. I dropped my valise and throwing my 
arms around the little man’s neck I gurgled in 
his ear that he was the jolliest old uncle I ever 
struck and that I just thought I’d stay with 
him all winter. 


Wal, you’re 


Uncle Jerry looked idiotically at Steele and 
Morrow. with tears in his sh ne ores and 
murmured, “Thish my, sishter at’s son 


‘om. 
That settled it. There was no more said, and 

= we marched solemnly towards the 
oor. 

The landlord had brought around the horse 
while we had been talking, and very soon we 
were in the cutter and started on the road to 
our destination under the guidance of Uncle 
Jerry’s faithful old horse, Paul. 

The drive through the sharp, frosty air soon 
had the effect of clearing my impressionable 
young brain and making me quite conscious of 
what was happening; but not so with Uncle 
Jerry. Throwing his left arm around my neck 
he said in a voice, the thickness of which the 
keen air of that frosty night could not cut. 

“Tom, ~2 ile time since we’ve met be- 
fore, aint it? But I like you, Tom, all the same, 
an’ I guess you like Uncle Jerry pretty well, 
too, don’t you?” 

On being assured that he was my ideal uncle 
he continued in a low confidential tone, 
**Y’see, Tom, some 0’ these folks ‘round here ‘re 
down on me, cos I don’t go to church every 
Sunday and to pra’er meetin’, but ’t seems to 
me ef a fellah pays his debts, dye see, and acts 
square by his neighbors, there ain’t much fear 
o’ him. eh? G'lang, Paul! D?’j’ever see a 
horse stepped out better’n that? e’s goin’ on 
to twenty year old, raised him m’self from a 
colt, an’ he’s jist as spry ‘s anythin’ round these 
corners, I tell yeh.” 

With much incoherent chat of this kind, de- 
livered with all seriousness, Uncle Jerry made 
short our journey. We turned a corner, and 
the old horse pricked up his ears and quick- 
ened his gait. He knew he was on the 
** home stretch,” and in a short time whirled 
us up a lane and was prevailed upon to 
stop gets the gate which led to the kitchen 
door. Sammy, the hired boy, came out witha 
lantern and took charge of him while Uncle 
Jerry and I made the best of our way into the 
house. Before Sammy drove off, however, 
Uncle Jerry enquired of him ina confidential 
ag 2 if there was ‘‘enybody in.” 

**Nobuddy, but Miss’s Tigner,” replied 
Sammy. 

Although I could feel that my head was not 
quite as clear as it should be I thoughtI was 
quite capable of handling myself creditably, 
both physically and mentally. So it was with 
some impatience and much amusement that I 
watched Uncle Jerry’s dignified attempt to 
usher me in properly. He closed the door 
carefully, then turning to the thin faced 
woman, who for half a minute had been watch- 
ing us narrowly, he extended his palm to- 
wards me and said in a sepulchral tone: 
“Jane, thish Tom, m’ sisher Matt’s boy, 
brought ’m up frum village.” 

**IT suppose you are my Aunt Jane,” I said, 
shaking her hand. 

** Yes, I spose I am,” she said, an’ I'm right 
glad to see you, even if you do come in sich 
company, but we’re ust enough to that. Just 
gimme your overcoat and cap an’ make yourself 
comfortable with sich as we have to give you. 
*Taint much, but ye’r welcome toit. Youa’rea 
nice feller,”—turning to her husband—“ to git 
in a state like this when you're bringin’ home 
strangers with you from Toronto. Yeh ought 
to be ’shamed o’ yerself. 

‘* Well, Jane,” said Uncle Jerry, making a 
brave attempt to hold up his head, “ thish 
Chrismus, y’ know.” 

“Well, even if ‘tis Chrismus yeh might 
keep away from Dick Redford’s,” replied Aunt 
Jane, smiling at his comical appearance in spite 
of her vexation, ‘‘ an’ now the sooner yeh git to 
bed the better.” 

As soon as he had gone to bed she set to 
work to prepare some supper for me, all 
the while relating her trials with Uncle 
Jerry and denouncing hotel keepers in gen- 
eral and Dick Redford in particular. ‘* He 
don’t get like this very offen,” she said, 
“but as sure’s there’s an ‘lection goin’ 
on fer reeve ’r {member o’ parliament, he jist 
gets down there to Dick’s with some o’ them 
loafers round the village an’ as sure’s he does 
he jist comes home like this,” 

Of course I assented to all she said. But 
while she was speaking as I sat by the hot 
stove, I felt myself getting very drowsy and 
objects about me grew indistinct. When I 
moved to the table and started to eat, I began 
to realize that the ‘“‘dewdrop” had not yet en- 
tirely relaxed its grip on me. Tom had come 
back from the barn by this time and he seemed 
like a hideous satyr to my vision as he sat be- 
side the stove and grinned when he saw me try- 
ing my best to spread a piece of cheese on my 
bread. When I spilt my cup of tea on the clean 
white cloth he could not renews a laugh, and I 
not’cel him retire discreetly behind the stove, 
wile Aunt Jane stopp her lecture and 
locke! at me with unmixed astonishment. 
Huw I got to bed that night is a very hazy 
recollection with me, but get there I did some- 
how and was not long falling asleep. 

‘*You must be about ready to hev somethin’ 
to eat, by this time,” said Uncle Jerry next 
morning, looking in at my door with a broad 
smile on his round face. ‘How're yeh 
feelin’?” 

“ Pretty tough !” I replied, as indeed I was. 
““P’raps yeh better try a leetle o’ this,’ said 
the old man entering the room and cautiously 
pulling a little flask out of his pocket. ‘A 
air o' the same dog cures the bite, you know.” 

After trying ‘‘a hair”—for it was ‘“dew- 
drop” that the flask contained—I got up in 
time to join the family at dinner. 

‘“*T jist kep’ the turkey fer supper,” said Aunt 


Jane, with asmile, in which lurked n uch cov- 
ert sarcasm, *‘fer I thought p'raps you an Jerry 
would relish it better then than fer dinner.” 

The afternoon I spent looking around the 
farm yard and making afew sketches which 
were things of unconcealed wonder to Aunt 
Jane and her brown-eyed, sixteen-year-old 
daughter, Lizzie, who was their.only child: 

*““Well, I swan,” exclaimed Aunt Jane, as 
she looked at my sketches, making at the same 
time that chirping sound, which is pro- 
duced by pressing thé tongue against , the 
upper teeth and suddenly withdrawing it, a 
sound which indicates surprise, “it jist beats 
me however you kin do that—an’ with nothing 
but a common lead pencil, too.” 

Uncle Jerry had disappeared. As it began to 
grow dark, and Sammy came in from the barn 
after ‘“‘ doing the chores,” Aunt Jane began to 
get restless. 

““T wonder,” she said, and she looked wist- 
fully down the road that ran villageward, ‘‘I 
wonder if that man aint just gone down to that 
place again. Was Jerry at the barn with you 
this afternoon, Sammy?” 

“Jai 

**Do you know where he’s gone to?” 


“Nuh!” with a shake of his head and a.grin. ' 


**Tt’s jist ’s likely ’s not. he’s gone down there 
agin,” she said. ‘* Well, I'll jist wait fifteen 
minutes more, ‘n if he don’t come we'll sit to 


supper.” 

Before the fifteen minutes were up, however, 
Uncle Jerry came in smiling. 

‘* Where ’ve yer bin, keepin’ supper waitin’ 
this way till the turkey’s nearly spiled?” asked 
Aunt Jane sharply. 

“* Yer appetites ‘ll be all the better fer a little 
wait,” retorted her husband. ‘I’ve jist bin 
over helpin’ Yorkie kill a couple o’ hogs.” 

**Oh, yes, you're allus he)pin’ that man, ’n its 
little thanks yeh git fer it.” 

‘“*Never mind, Jane,” said Uncle Jerry 
soberly, ‘*‘ we'll git square. I got thirteen pigs 
out there I'm goin’ to kill soon, ’n you can git 
his wife to help you sew them carpet rags 0’ 

ourn,” 

me Oh, yes, you talk n’ talk about gittin’ omen 
’n yeh never git square with that man. e ’ll 
hev somethin’ todo to home when you want 
any help.” 

** Well, well, it’s a good thing we can get lots 
of others to help us, anyway. But yeh better 
bring on that turkey afore I lose my appetite.” 

The turkey was brought on and a fine fellow 
he was, the pick of the flock. And what a feast 
he made with the white, mealy potatoes, fresh 
from the earth-covered pit. 

Uncle J “7 was brilliant and Aunt Jane in- 
dulgent. e grew reminiseential and told 
of many of the pranks of younger days, 
with frequent references to his ‘‘ sparking” 
exploits all of which were punctuated by 
winks at me and knowing looks in the direction 
of Aunt Jane. Then I threw off my mask and 
told him of some of my tamer “nights out with 
‘the boys,’” all of which caused Aunt Jane to 
say, ‘‘Goodness me! Such extravagance!” 
and Uncle Jerry, to wag his shining pate and, 
with asly wink and a grin at me, which ex- 

ressed more than a book, to say, ‘‘ You’re a 
bad set, the hull of yeh, ’n y’orto change yer 
ways.” 

**Sammie,” said he to the boy who, after sup- 
per, had stretched himself on the lounge in the 
corner, and lay there grunting from the extra- 
ordinary quantity of turkey and potatoes he 
had consumed, ‘‘Sammy, slip down cellar ’n 
bring up a pitcher o’ cider, that’s a good boy. 
I got some o’ the best cider in these peste. I 
reckon, 'n I want yeh to get a taste of it. It’s 
jist seven year old.” 

The cider was indeed as good as he repre- 
sented it, being equal to many brands of cham- 
pagne I had — I took care to indulge 
sparingly for I did not want to make a holy 
show of myself again. But Uncle Jerry was 
deterred by no such considerations and took 
frequent ‘‘drops to clear his throat” as he 
talked away on every conceivable subject. dis 
tongue wagged faster and at the end of a good 
story he would turn to his wife, who sat gravely 
darning socks across the stove, with a “* How’s 
that, Jinny?” Finally I got him to sing a 
song of which I can only recall one verse, but 
it wasa good one. Here it is: 

“* T live in the mill at the foot of the hill, 

Where the stream runs rippling by, ‘ 
An’ for ten miles round there cannot be found 
A m>rrier fellow than I ; 

For I laugh and I sing and I drive away care, 
I've enough for my wantsan’ a little to spare. 

If a poor old friend should come my wa: 

I'd make him as welcome as the flowers in May.” 

‘“‘Them’s our principles, aint they, Jinny?” 
he cried across to his wife when he had fin- 
ished. ‘* An’ talkin’ bout millers minds me I 
got to take a grist down to the mill to-morrow 
mornin’.” 

** A good chance for me to pick up some o 
sketches,” thought I, ‘Ill go with you, if you 
don’t mind,” : 

**Course yeh will,” aes Uncle Jerry, ‘an’, 
Sammy, you better fill a couple o’ bags o’ 

taters an’ I'll take ’em down to Gordon’s. 


hat man hain’t bin well enough teh do a 


stroke o’ work all winter.” 

**'Yes. An’ ye’ll take some butter down to 
old Hannah’s,” put in Aunt Jane. 

The next day we went to mill and after 
leaving his grist, Uncle Jerry drove up to the 
village to have his horses’ shod and wait for 
ae art while I stayed sketching around the 
mill. 

Towards evening it began to snow and when I 
returned to the miil, from which I had wandered 
some distance, I found that Uncle Jerry had 
taken his grist and was to be found up in the 
village. I went straight to the Redford House. 
There I found Uncle Jerry perched upon a 
chair lecturing toan amused and sympathetic 
audience. His face was as red as thesun onan 
Indian summer day, and in this setting his 
eyes twinkled like jewels. The peak of his 
yellow fur cap hung like an awning over his 
left ear. Now and — he. would stoop to 
emphasize a point by bringing his right fist 
down with a vigorous whack on the bar, at 
which there was much applause. 

**l want to ask yeouw, Mr. Chairman ”—this 
official was purely imaginary—“ if I look ikea 
villyun who'd ask yeh to cast yer frenchises fer 
the wrong party? (Whack). Would I lead y’ 
stray, boys, would I? P’r’'aps I'm a lettle off 
on some things, but when it’s por Mee you allus 
come with the ole man. (Whack). I'd like 
teh ask yeh what these Grit rascals ever did fer 
Burrville’rfer us farmers, us fréeholders? Didn't 
they promise to build a post office an’ never done 
it? (Whack). Didn’t they knock the bottom 
out o' the market an’ wasn’t it them that 
wanted to fetch the Scott Act in here an’ kee 
us white men from onegiy our rights? (Whack. 
There's the man fer yeh,” pointing to a portrait 
of Sir John on the wall. ‘‘There’s the grand 
ole patriarch ; there’s the man of good sound 
sense an’ princibility (whack) that’s made you 
an me what we air to-day. Mark yer ballet 
boxes fer him, boys, an’ the country’s safe. 
Down wi’ the Grits, sez I boys, an’ let’s s’pport 
the Gover'men’ ’at gives us good crops an’ a 
good price fer wheat ”’—here he conan? sight of 
me—* an’ f yeh don’t be’lieve me I'll jist call 
on m’ sister Matt's son, Tom, from T’ronto an’ 
he'll tell yeh the ole man 's sound.” 

On the way home that night Uncle Jerry’s talk 

was oe litical. Noother subject seemed 
worth considering—the welfare of the country 
was at stake. During the course of his talk he 
seemed to think it would be interesting to show 
me how he drove his team on election day bring- 
ingin voters, I was interested. He jumped up 
in the sleigh box and taking up the slack of the 
lines he leaned forward as far as he could and 
gave Paul and Charlie, his team, the benefit of it, 
at the same time yelling ‘*G’lang there, what- 
cher doin’, Charlie, wake up there now!” This 
soon started themintoarun and I, the interested 
party, amused myself hanging to the box with 
a death grip as the sleigh bounced over “‘slews” 
or tilted up on a drifted track and dodging the 
snow balls from the horses’ heels as they 
whizzed past my head. I wa’ interested. 

We got home safely, however, and until the 
day came for my departure, Unc e Jerry stayed 
there — and was the same jolly, kind- 
hearted old chap that my mother had often told 
me of, When! was going away he drove me 


' Willis, who is famed for his knowledge of the 























































































women all talked as‘if they would “get 
square” with fate, if they had the chance, for 
making men better than women, and most of 
them betrayed a weak and very foolish desire 
to be men tor awhile just to have their fling 
‘out safely, The fact, is, that the average 
woman is not to be trusted to have her say on 
this question, and if there is not a man—a 
father ora husband—somewhere behind her, 
she is sure to make a mess of it. 


to the station, Aunt Jane's pariing words to 
me were, ‘‘ Try and send that man rig t straight 
home 'r we'll not see ’m again till all hours o 
night.” I promised I would, but as luck would 
have it my train was an hour and a half late— 
detained by snowfalls— and Uncle Jerry would 
stay to see me off. 

-I need scarcely tell you what happened. 
Before the train arrived the rose-bloom of 
Uncle Jerry’s nose was brightened not a little 
by that dewdrop I mentioned before. As he 
shook* my hand fervently at parting, he laid 
his left hand on my shoulder and leaning for- 
ward confidentially said: ‘Tom, look here, 
when yeh want teh see a reel good, old- 
fashioned elephant, ge jist come out to Burr- 
ville an’ see yer Uncle Jerry.” 








Hipts on Art Silk Needle Work. 


Ladies who are interested in this beautiful work should 
send for a copy of our sixty-four e Book entitled: Hints 
on Aft Needle Work, just published, handsom ly and pro- 
fusely illustrated with patterns of many new and beautiful 
articles; also, stitches for the new decorative work with our 
Art Wash Silks now so popular for home fancy work. 1s also 
contains a table of shading for flowers and birds, and much 
information, valuable and instructive, for those who have a 
taste for Silk Embroidery Work. Sent free by mail on re- 
ceipt of six cents in stamps. Belding, Paul &Co , Silk Man- 
ufacturers, Montreal. 





How the Officials and Guardians of the Bank 
of England Enjoy Themselves. 


In the basement of the Bank of England is 
the barracks wherein half a hundred soldiers 
are quartered from seven o'clock every evening 
until seven o’clock the next morning for the 
protection of the bank. 

There is alibrary for the use of the men, who 
are also provided with a bountiful supper and 
breakfast, plenty of good tobacco, and enough 
beer to satisfy even a thirsty Lordoner. _ 

Every night in the year an officer at the head 
of this company of soldiers marches over froin 
the Tower of London. At seven o’clock he 
takes possession of the bank. This is a custom 
that dates back sincethe Lord George Gordon 


riots, 

All night long these men patrol through the 
halls, courts and offices of the bank, and the 
outside is as carefully guarded. Indeed it may 
be truthfully said that from seven o'clock in 
the morning *‘ The Old Lady of Threadneedle 
Street” is as well protected by Her Majesty’s 
soldiers as her Majesty in her palace. 

As there is plenty to eat and drink and a 
good wine cellar to choose from, it is not con- 
sidered a bad post for even an officer, and it 
often happens that late pesos 7 can hear 
music and song issue from the building, for be 
it known also that the secretary, superintend- 
ent and various officials, with their respective 
families, are compelled to live in the bank. 
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WHAT IS VANITY? 


ARE ALL MEN AND WOMEN VAIN? 


it is Pardonab'e so Far as Personal Beauty is 
Concerned ?—A Letter from Mrs. Laagtry. 


The impression has existed among ignorant 
or prejudiced people that women cr men who 
are particularly neat about their persons or 
= to preserve their personal charms are 
vain. 

We cannot agree to this view. It might as 
well be said that men or women who keep their 
hands scrupu'ously clean are ‘‘vain”—Nature 
intended criatures with the ‘‘form divine” to 
also have good features and complexions, and 
where they are otherwise the cause may be 
found in neglect or suffering caused by sickness 
or poverty. A manor woman who is willing 
to be hideous or repulsive by having on the face 


“They form a set ot their own, and the young 
ladies give delightful little musicales and teas. ie tener, eae” ig als ym — 
or utterly devoid of all the feeling which can 





be described in one quotation—‘“‘ Cleanliness is 
next to Godliness.”—Nothing more disgusting 
can be imagined than a face covered with the 
imperfections referred to—they are worse than 
unclean finger-nails. 

Just think how suggestive they are—What 
must be the effect on one’s lover, one’s husband, 
or one’s friends, It is a matter of duty to pre- 
vent and remove these things, and is in no 
sense an indication of vanity. No woman of 
the world but thoroughly understands the 
potency of a beautiful complexion. 

the following letter and rest assured 
that every woman and every girl should use the 
Recamier Pre tions. In no other way, so 
far discovered, can she appear as nature in- 
tended she should. 
New York, August 14, 1887. 


My Dear Mrs. AYER: I have been fora 
ear using your delightful Recamier Prepara- 
ions, and was, as you recollect, one of the first 

to attest to their excellency. While they are 
in no sense of the word cosmetics, of which I 
have a wholesome horror, they do away with 
the need of such meretricious articles and excel 
any preparations for the complexion I have 
ever seen. 

As I wrote you some months since, I use the 
Recamiers ‘reli ere and believe them to 
be essential to the toilet of every woman who 
desires to retain a fair skin. 

Yours most sincerely, 
LILLIg LANG@TRY. 


What the Recamier Preparations are and why 
they are to be used. 

Recamier Cream, which is first of these world 
famous preparations, is made from the reci 
used by Julie Recamier. It is not a cosmetic, 
but an emollient to be applied at night just be- 
fore Paget and to be removed in the morn- 
ing by bathing freely. It will remove tan and 
sunburn, pimples, red spot or blotches, and 
make your face and hands as smooth, as white 
and as soft as an infant’s. 

Recamier Balm eaeee nee pane and simple. 
It is not a whitewash, and unlike most liquids, 
Recamier Balm is exceedingly beneficial and is 
absolutely imperceptible, except in the delicate 
freshness and youthfulness which it imparts to 
the skin. 

Recamier Lotion will remove freckles and 
moth patches; is soothing and efficacious for 
any irritation of the cuticle, and is the most 
delightful of washes for removing the dust 
from the face after traveling, and is also inval- 
uable to gentlemen to be used after shaving. 

Recamier Powder is in three shades, white, 
flesh and cream. It is the finest powder ever 
manufactured, and is delightful in the nursery, 
for gentlemen after shaving and for the toilet 
generally. 

Recamier Soap is a perfectly pure article, 
guaranteed free from animal fat. This soap 
contains many of the healing ingredients used 
in compounding Recamier Cream and Lotion. 

The mier Toilet Preparations are posi- 
tively free from all poisonous ingredients, and 
contain neither lead, bismuth, nor arsenic. 
The following certificate is from the eminent 
Scientist and Professor of Chemistry, Thomas 
B. Stillman of the Stevens’ Institute of 
Technology : 


40 BRoapway, New York, Jan., 1887. 
Mrs. H. H. Aver. 

DgEaR Mapam: Samples of your Recamier 
Preparations have been analyzed by me. I 
find that there is nothing in them that will 
harm the most delicate skin, ard which is not 
authorized by the French Pharmacopceia as 
safe and beneficial in preparations of this 
character. 

Respectfully yours, 
THomas B, StTILuMAN, M.Sc., Ph.D. 


If your druggist does not keep the Recamier 
Preparations, refuse substitutes. Let him order 
for you, or order yourself from the Canadian 
office of the Recamier Manufacturin Company, 
374 and 376 St. Paul street, Montreal. For sale 
in Canada at our regular New York prices : 
Recamier Cream, $1.50 ; Recamier Balm, $1.50; 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion, $1.50; Re- 
camier Soap, scented, 50c.; unscented, 25c ; 

ier Powder, large boxes, $1.00. Small 


He Would Prove His Love, 





Amelia (in an insane interval)—Oh, Arthur, 
I fear you do not truly love me! 

Arthur (struck to the heart)—Not love you, 
my darling! What can I do to prove my de- 
votion ? 

Amelia (frantically)—I know not! 

Arthur (after a pause)—Will wen you 
play something on the piano ?—Puck. 





How They Go Around. 


An American lawyer tells the following 
story of a famous pun: 
I was spending an evening with Mr. Justice 


wit of the English bench and bar. I tried to 
match his stories with such shining specimens 
as I could think of from the contributions of 
our American lawyers, reserving for the last 
the famous pun of Judge Hoar regarding a 
friend of his, ** who,” he said, ‘first got on, 
then got honor and then got honest,” 

To my surprise, Mr. Justice Willis scarcely 
amiled at this sally. Indeed, his manner rather 
savored of offence. 

‘* That is a good story,” he remarked, dryly, 
‘but I fear I must dampen your enjoyment of 
it somewhat by telling you that it was bor- 
rowed from our side of the water. My triend, 
Sir Frederick , one of the most gifted of 
punsters as well as of lawyers,” said Mr. Jus- 
tice Wills, with some severity, ‘‘ made that 
pun originally in my hearing many years ago.” 

Against this view I protested so valiantly 
that Mr. Justice Willis promised to write to 
Sir Frederick without delay. That gentleman’s 
reply confirmed my own belief. e admitted 
borrowing the pun from America. His letter 
was socharming that I sent it to Judge Hoar. 
I received this re ly : 

“The letter which you were so kind as to 
forward me would once have given me great 
eeteate, but, alas! it arrived too late. 

ays ago, in looking over an old law magazine 
of the date 1827, I came across what I had fond- 
ly believed to be my own pun, likely an old 
one then!” 








A Polite Coachman, 


A wealthy man had engaged a new coach- 
man, who was advised to very polite if he 
intended to keep his place. Accordingly, when 
the master visited the stable the following 
dialogue ensued— 

Master— Well, John, how are the horses ? 

Coachman—They are quite well, sir, thank 
you ; and how are you? 


_ ro 
The Best Part.’ 


“What part do you in the t 
drama of life?” asked a eee, i 

oe mind my own business,” was the quiet 
reply. 


boxes, 50c. 








TO BE HAD at 


Dan Taylor & Co.’s 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER’S 
Recamier Cream 


Recamier Balm 
Recamier Moth and Freckle Lotion 
Recamier Soaps 
Recamier Powders 


SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS 


Hair Grower and Hair and Scalp Cleaner 


ARCADE PHARMACY, 133 YONGE STREET 
TELEPHONE 1108, 





If They Were Men. 


New York Truth says: One of the syndi- 
cates in the West recently published a collec- 
tion of women’s views as to what they would 
do if they were men, and on looking over this 
singular exhibit I was struck with the almost 
unanimous tone of vindictiveness in it. The 








BEECHAWM’S PIL 


(THE CREAT ENCLISH REMEDY.) 
and 


BILIOU: 
Nervous ILLS. 
25cts. a Box. 


OF ALL DRUGGISTS. 
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leon I. nor military parade, nor balls—-nothing. Only ** Yes. you will,” 9 

uld “ get A Page of Napo ey a litle troup of servants occupied the palace. ‘*No, I wont.” : 
chance, for Boa 4 But at these times, a lamp, like a star. “ Then [ll tell that the reason papa ran away 
d most of A French Marshal, de Sainte Croix, Oo was shone in a little chamber on the second | is because Mr, Davis came to our house so ' 
ish desire a page of Napoleon and a favorite of Josephine | floor until four or tive o’clock in the morning. } much!” 
heir fling i before he distinguished himself in the army, | There the Emperor worked alone, returning to; This prostrated the mother, and she began to 
} average 4 ublished his memoirs, from which I extract | Paris at the early dawn, But we never saw read, and had nothing further to say, while the 9 
her say on ! the following interesting episode : him. boy roamed up and down the car unchecked 
& mao—a Before entering the army I was a page to One April night a number of us boys—all | until he finally fell asleep on a vacant seat. He 
ehind her, i Napoleon the First, but I can assure you chat | exiles like myszif, were discussing our hard | had one more shot in reserve, however. As he a 

in the house of the Emperor this was no play- | fate, when some one proposed that, to pass} lay down he called out: : 
—— day affair. When on duty it was necessary to | away the time, we go to the little private gar- “Say, mamma, wake me up when we get to 


all day long in the ante-chamber leading 

" sotto apeneds paivate cabinet. with ear alert 

q to catch the sharp sound of his bell, by which he 
signalled us to open the door to give exit to 
some important diplomat, or make to enter 
so ne famous general. 

The hours seemed very long to us, because we 
knew all the illustrious visitors who awaited 
an audience, and their names, appertaining 
already to history, had become too familiar to 
us to produce the least effect.. We remarked, 
moreover, the haughty manner of the Emperor 
towards some of his generals, who had been his 
companions in arms, and that he knew how to 
hold them at a distance. Whatever may have 
been their familiarity and their sans facon in 
the bivouac or upon the field of battle, the 
atmosphere of the Tuilleries soon threw a cold- 
ness upon that. It was not then without rea- 
son that people said that the ceremonious man- 
ners and rigorous etiquette of the court of the 
Bourbons were preferable to the austere cold- 
ness and the inflexible stiffness of the imperial 
oorhe ante-chamber is always the reflection of 
the salon, and all the caprices and levities of 
the great man are quickly imitated by his in- 
feriors. So when he appeared in bad humor a 
shadow of sadness spread over all the house, 
As to us pages, we were not long in identify. 
ing ourselves with the mood of the Emperor, 
and our impertinent manners, no doubt, were 
more detested by visitors than the brusque 
speech and searching regard of Napoleon him- 

If. 

he for me, specially, what malicious plea- 
Be sure I took in meres gp be rage he was 

om approaching the Emperor's door, and saying, 
7" y «Pardon, monsieur, His Majesty is not able to 


den, separated from the park, and reserved for 
the Emperor alone. The hour when he was in 
the habit of coming there was passed and there 
was nu danger of encountering him. For an 
hour or more we wandered therein, and then a 
daring lad suggested that we play leap-frog in 
the sacred place. The idea was welcomed with 
enthusiasm and the play commenced immedi- 
ately, amid joyous peals of boyish laughter, It 
was droll to play leap frog in the pathway 
sacred to Napoleon, n'est ce pas ? 

When my turn came to hunt the others, 
judge of my surprise when I could find nothing 
of them. ‘They had disappeared. I ran here 
and there, and finally, by the pale light of the 
moon, discovered what I supposed was one of | 
my comrades, I crept upon him softly on tip 
toe, and when near enough I suddenly leaped 
upon his shoulders. He lost his equilibrium 
through the fury of my elan, and fell prone 
upon the ground. I rolled over him, yelling 
with laughter, when all at once my supposed 
comrade bounded to his feet, and—horror of 
horrors—it was the Emperor ! 

His tace, usually pale, was purple with rage, 
and_he was unable to offer a word for an instant. 

** Who are you?” he finally cried. 

“* Sainte-Croix, sire,’ I responded, falling to 
my knees, half dead with fright. 

‘ Sainte - Croix! Always Sainte - Croix ! 
Come here, young man! Approachez!” he 
howled, suffocated with rage. 

I got up to obey, but before I could take a 
step he seized my shoulders, planted a vigor- 
ous kick on my posterior and cried, “ Allez- 
vous-en!” Get out. 

That is how I quitted the court of the Em- 
peror to join the army, and how I became mar- 
shal of France.—Texas Siftings. 


grandma's. [I want to hear her swear and take 
On because papa turned her out doors last 
summer!” 


Fine French Kid and Dongola Kid, Opera and Com- 
mon Sense Toes ; all sizes. 

Be sure and ask for the $2.50 shoe advertised in The 
Saturday Night. 


186 YONGE STREET 


XMAS PRESENTS—1889 


WE have now opened 
out full lines of the fol- 
lowing Dressing Cases 
and Toilet Bags that 
have been bought di- 





A Delicate Question. 
Waggish Friend—- Where a get that—— 
Spriggins (gasping)—Eh ? ha-— 
**That hat?” 
“Ob! Hat? Of course, of course! Bought 
it around the corner. I was afraid you were 
going to ask me where I got this umbrella.” 











It Will Ever be Thus. 


A citizen of Harlem, who was approaching 
the railroad depot, followed by a dog, halted 
and picked up a stone and flung it at the can- 
ine with the exclamation : 

‘“You good-for nothing cur, but I'd like to 
knock your head off!” 

Just then a man came down a side s‘reet, 
followed by a second dug, and halted to say : 

“I've got another such cur here. He isn’t 
worth his weight in soap grease.” 

“Tl poison mine this very night!” 

“And I'm going to throw mine under the 
locomotive.” 

‘** Say,” said the second man, after a moment’s 
thought, “ call your cur up here and let’s get 
em to fighting,” 

“Good idea. Here, Jep—Jep—Jep! Come 
here, doggie !” 

The dog cautiously approached, and as the 
two animals began growling and walking 
around each other a sudden ‘ Stuboy” brought 
a climax, and they began fighting. Both men 
laughed, but it wasn’t aminute before the first 
; Man, whose dog was underneath, kicked the 
| dog on top. 
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a reene aee “Hold on, now. Give my dog a fair show!” 
to a duke, ‘‘Monsieur the duke, His ; : y dog 
srsons. or Majesty has not given the order to permit you The Fiend of the Car. OT Tivs the Dienst.” rect from the manu- 
meres ore ag ge imagine how disconcerted were | , About the middle of the car wasaladyanda| « No he ain't! Don’t you kick my dog 
might as those whom I sent back to their place, in the pom See bak Gecasty tatvad eek gt i cited cn i co f. t t ] ¢ 
keep their midst of the crowd of people soliciting audience, th depot before the bor 6 %, t nt a good mind to kic! nis owner ! acturers a very close 
% N ily diplomat dissembling his embarrass- | ‘© GePpo gree doy Segan to cut up, run-/ ** I'd like to see you try it ! 
—Nature the bee Ae P ficial smile, and the grave | 2img up and down the aisle and making Ican doit!” ” 
livine” to ment under hing with indignation even to the | femarks to passengers. The mother called to| ‘You're a liar!” 
sagen Dg pane oan Aha = him several times and finally said : ‘ And with that they began whaling away at figures ° 
) may be whites of his “yChis was all the pleasure our| ‘James, I shall certainly tell your father. each other with great vigor ending atter five . 
y sickness — - ony, Y chuoueh we ie ourselves * How can you when he’s run away and no- minutes ina draw. Meanwhile the dogs had 
8 willing position . ee 2 a thereby. This ambassa- body knows where he is?” replied the boy. quit and disappeared. _ bs 
yn the face thoroughly deteste htily in the councils of | ,, This settled the mother for a time, but when-| Tallow no one to kick my dog! gasped : 
and other dor, who spoke pom: leas timorous in ap- the boy sought to raise a window she leaned | one, as he — at his bloody nose. - Morocco Dressing Case, containing 5 pieces - - - - $ 2.50 
ignorant kings, became — = Speeweeode who would not | £¢r¥ard and said : . ‘And no living man can call me a liar ! ig a ve a 10. « - . . 3.95 
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nliness is ave hesitated to charge a irl in-acking of wea | _““1£you do I'll tell that a policeman arrested | © « J'!] see you again!” “6 “ “ “ 14 a ks ss - 9.00 
lisgusting showed himself timid as a gir & 8 | prandpa,” he retorted. whedT lem youl’ 7 
with the pages a simple question. led his bell at | , She let him alone for another interval, but as reagent “ Ti s “ 18 - a . 12.00 
orse than on sage ty pg sheet the | be began to worry a bird in a cage, _—- one Who He Was. ws - x Ze 99 « Z ; . es 
re—What next v.sitor following might enter, after the oo passengers was transporting, she steraly | 5 ont tell you what it is, old man, there “ “6 “ és 25.C« - - - 25.00 
j husband, order of arrival, but the list was sometimes | "". yr. 1o6 come here!” |are some people pigheaded beyond belief. : . 
ty = pre- changed in behalf of important vee alt os “Mas now,” i man er works mak eae ave hal apenas of 66 ‘6 (extra quality) 95 “* i E ‘ - 35.00 
s in no One day when I was on duty alist was given “ Right off! You are a bad boy, and I shan’t es : ‘6 66 re te be 
woman of me. Napoleon was occupied that day with an | jet you come with me again.” ’ Dobson—Who is this ungentlemanly fellow ? Toilet Bags 32 50.00 
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and in place of brilliant officers in splendid ann 
Id'use the eee iy aatiucae’ gene ooie wide: n The above are fitted to suit either Lady or Gentleman, and our stock 
Id use the array ot uniforms of marine quite ordin- Wt ee : 
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: ige ° , H . 
unattractive visitors, “The hall was quite an ve “—{ | gooas suitable for Xmas and New Year’s presents. 
14, 1887. full by noon, when I saw a little man of LS HT 
een fora bronzed face and compact figure enter, dressed _- Ny = east aieasahecinc ea 
Prepara- in a big blouse of blue cloth, like a Breton — | 
f the first tisherman, secured around his waist by a rude , eran 8 - H ® 
they are leather belt which supported a huge cutlass. ey 4a e e 
f which I His wide pantaloons were hoary: = up big bee . eo =——_~ 
toms, displaying immense feet dresse - ; 
wan ca blue stockings and wooden shoes. 105 Ki n £ Street West 
n I have In entering he had one hand in his pocket, 
and the other held a broad-brimmed tarpaulin. —— 
I use the Ile saluted two or three flicers in passing, and 
} them to took a seat by the door, and was immediately : eee ee ee — 
a ower pees foe is thint” thought I, and CARPET STRETCHER, UFI } e QO a er Cc er 
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as white room, which amused me. orders, weaknesses, an: regulari- ° ° 
he took a chew ties peculiar to their sex, destroy beauty 
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ha to serve Your Majesty. Butif this lad 
hadnt told me that ycu would probably invite 
me to dinner——” 

‘** He said that, did he?” cried Napoleon, giv- 
ing me @ savage glance: ‘* Very well—yes— 
Truquet, you dine with me to-day. And you. 
he added, turning to me, BF sa dare to talk like 
that? Call the guard! Captain, arrest thi+ 
fellow. He is disgraced, and will no longer be 
& page of mine. Out of my presence, Monsieur ! 
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Ache they would be almost priceless to those 


who suffer from this distressing complaint: 
but fortunately their goodness does not end 
here, and those who once try them will find 
these little pills valuable in so many ways that 


they will not be willing to do without them. 


But after all sick head 


ACHE 


is the Lane of so many lives that here is where 


REMINGTON STANDARD TYPEWRITER 
I 


ts Durability and ease of manipulation are 
admitted. Recent speed tests have proven it to 
be the fastest writing machine in the world, 
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| If interested, send for full report 
| GEO BENGOUGH. 36 King Stree! East 
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SOLID GOLD PLATED. 
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Fashion Chatter. 


Dear Mo.urz,—Have you in common with 
the majority of your sisters given up all thought 
but that connected with a word which begins 


with a capital C? It means plum pudding, | low, and the bang, loose and fluffy, is held 
turkey, Santa Claus, and the careful hiding ! back by the bands. They all.three fasten in 


away of mysterious parcels. 

Oh, no, Iam joking—it means more—much 
more. It means a gathering together of our 
near and dear, a newly awakened feeling of 
deeper kindliness and sympathy for the poor 
and the wretched, It means a remembrance of 
the first Christ mas, and a deep-down thankful- 
ness for the good with which we are sur- 
rounded. I will venture to say too that it 
means a conclusion that we are not as good as 
we might be, or as we want to be, and a resolve 
to be better in the future. 

Since it has become so fashionable for women 
to care for their finger nails in earnest fashion, 
the shops show many styles of manicure imple- 
ments. Dainty plush cases with scissors, file, 
chamois polisher and a box for the polishing 
powder are often seen now. But, ob, dear me, 
time is precious and manicuring one’s nails 
with all that apparatus must be a lengthy 
business. 

A pretty butterfly pen wiper is in black vel- 
vet, with brass rings and gold cord embroidery, 
to imitate the markings on the wings and the 
rings around the slender body. 

Antimacassars are gone, and who isn’t giad ? 
The horrid things would never.stay fastened on 
a chair, andthe pretty head-rests, downy, 
perfumed and fashioned of delicately tinted 
silk, stay just as they are put, with one pillow 
resting on the chair back, and its twin laced 
with ribbons through brass rings, hangs over 
the back to balance it. 

Mirror-gray satin is a shade much mentioned 
in the fashion letters from Paris, and the soft 
silyer-gray should be well received on account 
of its general, becomingness, and, too, for its 
dainty neatness, 

Russian net makes pretty evening dresses 
managed in this way. It is worn over a silk 
slip, and baby ribbons are run around the 
bottom of the skirt, woven in and out of 
the large meshed net. The bodice is finished 
in the same way—the surplice folds being 
bordered with many rows of the narrow 
ribbons. 

Dress goods for the street are rougher and 
woollier than ever,while house dresses are still ; 
more fanciful. 

A woman in writing on fashions not long 
since said that if she could prevent it, tea 
gowns, and dresses of that style, should be 
relegated to the dressing room ; that they were 
untidy and undignified. She must oe a woman 
who wears tailor-made dresses and stiff linen 
collars from Monday morning till Saturday 
night, and I have caught myself wondering 
if she would be likely to weara dressing sack 
or a@ wrapper, even if it were never so pretty. 
Maybe she would not, but we who would are 
many. 

Ball dresses for Christmas festivities are in 
keeping with the season, for many are made of 
tulle with a foot-trimming and bodice garni- 
ture of holly. In fact holly reigns for a brief 
season, and then with Christmas memories and 
Christmas greetings is packed away for aj; 
twelvemonth again. 

Suede mittens are the latest popular novelty 
forevening. One gooi feature is that there is 
no necessity for their removal at supper, and 
treacherous seams and fickle buttons will have 
less opportunity to parade th> tempers of those 
whom they annoy. 

Moorish jackets find especial favor with 
slender women. Bordered with fancy braid, 
gimp, swansdown or fur, they form, with 
their bright dashes of color, an attractive addi- 
tion to somewhat plain house dresses. 

New shoes come in black and white kid. If 
the tops are white; the vamps are black, and 
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vice versa. They may be new, but I cannot 
believe they would look a bit nice on one’s feet. 

For coiffure ornaments, the Greek fillets, 
gemmed, plain gold or amber seem more than 
ever popular. The hair is dressed low or half 
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one at the ends, and clasp beneath or behind 
the knot of ha?r at the back. With the loose 
Greek-draped gowns, this style of hair-dressing 
is especially in keeping, and gives an added 
charm to the uniqueness of the classic robe. 

With the furore in favor of black, comes the 
warning remonstrance as to its habit of leav- 
ing shadows behind it. Black velvet, if 
tonched with perspiration, dyes the skin 
immediately. I remember a pair of velvet 
bonnet-strings, which persisted in adorn- 
ing my throat with a very undesirable 
black streak, which resisted a good many 
efforts for its removal. Black fur and feather 
trimmings also mark the neck and wrists, and 
most people have discovered that the lisle hose, 
which are warranted in the loudest tones 
usually leave the blackest marks. Silk hose 
will too, though a fairly good quality can be 
pursuaded by careful laundrying to abandon 
the habit forever. 

Regarding Christmas gifts, I quote the fol- 
lowing, and I attach the quotation with an 
earnest ‘‘my sentiments exactly.” ln the pre- 
senting of gifts, the enrichment of the recipient 
is not the thing aimed at, but the conveying 
of good wishes, and the simplest little 
fanciful trinket made for, or purchased for 
some one we love with especial reference to 
the taste and inclination of the present’s des- 
tined owner, can be an ideal gift which an 
expensive, an ill-chosen or an unsuitable one 
may fall much short of being. 

The wisely- worded quotation runs thus: 
“The time of the year has row come when 
more absolute rubbish floods the market and 
is offered for Christmas gifts than there are 
sands in the seas. I don’t believe in giving 
sensible Christmas gifts—that is to say, be- 
cause anybody’s poor, genteelly poor, don’t 
make them more conscious of it, and give 
them a-flannel petticoat or a pair of Arctic 
overshoes. Let the Christmas time bring the 
book, the picture, the sweeties or the lovely 
letter paper that one wouldn’t buy for one’s 
self, but which are welcomed so gladly. In the 
name of all womanly sense, don’t inundate 
Tom, whether he is your young manor your 
lord and master, with sachet powders or 
mufflers that are calculated to give him his 
death of cold. Of course if you have aspira- 
tions in the direction of being a widow, the 
muffler is the thing to further your diaboli- 
cal end ; but if you want to keep Tom well and 
hearty, let it alone. 

‘Then don’t give him a rocking chair that you 
intend to use yourself, or a gorgeous inkstand 
that will decorate your desk, and in which Tom 
will never put his pen unless it is t® write a 
check for you. Tom is human, and wants what 
can be his veryown. You wouldn't like any- 
body to send you a silver cigarette case because 
Tom happened to be in your family; neither 
does he like to get a fluff of pink satin and lace 
with three feathers on the top which he is 
deadly afraid to touch, and which he wouldn't 
keep his handkerchiefs in if he were paid for it, 
and which becomes yours because it wasn't 
suited for him. I don’t know what to tell you 
to get for him, but from a dressing gown to an 
eider-down quilt, from white enamelled shirt 
buttons to silver match boxes, let it be some- 
thing which he will use.” 

Now isn’t that sensible, and don’t you from 
your inmost soul agree with the woman who 
wrote it? Your sincere friend, 


Cire CAREW. 
nnciasiahciinsalticissihiealinesiee 
Mr. O'Brien (shouting down a well) —Dinnis ! 
Oi say, Dennis, is it drowned ye are, or not ? 
(no answer), It’s a d——=m fuhl ye are, any- 
way; how am I to know if you don’t answer ? 





Master Wallace secures one with his little hatchet, but meets with opposition on his way home, 








247 Yonge St., opp. Trinity Square 


TELEPHONE 295 


CATH RER = 


HAS OPENED A 


FIRST-CLASS LUNCH PARLOR 


AND 


CATERING ESTABLISHMENT : : 


AT ABOVE ADDRESS 
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DINNER Parties, At Homes, and Families 
Supplied with Cakes, Jellies, Ices, Char- 
lotte Russe, Salads and Ice Cream, and : 
all requisites on short notice a 


WEDDING CAKES OF EVERY DESCRIPTION TO ORDER 


A General Assoriment of Cakes, Pastry, Macaroons, Lady Fingers, Angel Cake, ete., Made Fresh Daily 
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FUR 
SALE 


AT THE STORE OF 


W. & D. DINEEN 


Cor. King and Yonge Sts. 


TELEPHONE 295 
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CHRISTMAS IN THE WOODS. 


Rich and costly Sealskin Mantles, 
Short Seal Jackets, Seal Capes, Seal 
Dolmins, Seal Muffs, Seal Caps, 
Stylish Bear Boas (brown, grizzly 
and cinnamon), Lynx Boas and 
Muffs, Red Fox Boas and Muffs, 
Beaver and Otter Capes and 
Muffs, Astrachan and Persian Man- 
tles, handsome Fur-lined Circulars, 
Children’s Fur Coats and Rugs, Gen- 
tlemen’s Fur Coats and Fur-lined 
Coats trimmed with Ctter, Gents’ 
Fur Collars and Cuffs, etc. W. & D. 
Dineen intend holding a great sale of 
Furs from now until Christmas of the 
very finest class of goods, which in- 
c udes all their seasen’s pattern gar- 
ments In sealskin and other furs. 
We have on hand fully one hundred 
thousand dollars’ worth ot manuiac- 
tured furs. The season is getting 

well advanced. By the end of the 

yew our money goes home to the 

Old Country for skins for next sea- 

son’s trade. It you have money to 

lay out you can get bargains from us 
from now until Christmas. Our ob- 
ject is to raise money. 
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Church Talks. 


St. Philip’s Church is not large. It is not 
essentially a stylish church. It is unpretenti- 
ous, and yet it is quite attractive to the casual 
attendant on account of the earnestness which 
marks the congregation. 

Not being able to take part in the responsive 
service, I had ample time to foliow my inclina- 
tion to study the faces of those about me, 

True, my friend had a prayer-book, which 
had been handed him by one of the little 
maidens in the seat ahead. The interior 
arrangement, however, mystified him, and he 
moved over and gravely offered to share with 
me The Visitation of the Sick, which was most 
decidedly not the service in progress. 

Earnest faces were scattered through the 
congregation, and four very striking ones so 
claimed my attention that I looked long and 
intently at them, weaving half-unwittingly 





_some fancies as to their lives and thoughts and 


hear‘s. 

The first face I noticed was that of a young 
girl. She had a fresh color and fluffy brown 
hair, whose dainty little rings curled care- 
lessly around a pretty brow. The contour of 
her features was delicate, her expression 
thoughtful to sadness. She glanced only now 
and then at her prayer book, seeming to be far 
away from the simply-appointed church. Her 
responses were made mostly from memory, 
with grave and earnest emphasis, and I won- 
dered why that absent, sad and regretful look 
should rest upon her face. 

Then I noticed the mourning she wore, and I 
fancied that the solemnity of the quiet little 
church, the measured monotone of the clergy- 
man’s voice, the indescribable feeling of calm. 
rest and seclusion which comes to the heart of 
the true worshipper, had given her time to 
think of the past and its memories, and that, 
not with rebellion, but only with longing re- 
menbrance she was thinking of her dead, who 
had gone from her, 

Scarcely a moment could I keep my eyes 
from her face. I pitied and sympathized with 
her, and I wanted to think that she was not 
unhappy. 


The choir voiced the closing amen. A rustle 


| 





TURKEY. 


Bringing home what is left of him. 


of dresses, and a shuffling of feet on bare 
boards—gradually growing less loud until they 
subsided into perfect quiet—marked the end of 
that part of the service, and upon seating my- 
self I found that I had lost sight of my pretty 
brown-haired girl. 

An old man in plain, homely dress, with a 
white beard and bushy gray hair, caught my 
glance now and I watched him during the 
reading of a bible lesson. Absorbed, he leaned 
forward, and his keen, pale eyes seemed to 
gleam with a penetration born of decision. 
Now and then a puzzled look swept over his 
face, but for the greater part of the time he ap- 
peared to understand and appreciate the sacred 
words, ‘ 

He was, I think, an Englishman, and I could 
fancy him seated ata table in a comfortable, 
yet not luxurious home, with his children 
about and his wife near him. I could almost 
hear his voice as he real to them from the 
Book of Books, explaining here and there allu- 
sions or parts of especial interest. The sim- 
plicity and the earnestness of the old man’s 
face told me that religion was with him no 
cloak, the service of his church no mere form 
to be followed for ease of conscience. A real 
inner life bespoke itself from every feature of 
his rugged face. Half in shadow, half in light, 
it showed a great deal of character, with its 
lines drawn by age and sorrow and care. 

The lesson over, he leaned back. A child be- 
side him handed him the hymn book, and, ris- 
ing to sing I lost sight of him, but caught an 
expression on a woman’s face which bewildered 
me with its sadness. 

I have seen sad faces, but on this there was a 
wildness, a remorseful, hunted look, fascinat- 
ing in its very dreadfulness. 

A movement on the part of a man between 
us, lost to me the view of that black-eyed 
woman with the heart-sorrow written so 
plainly over her face. 

I listen to the singing. It is good. The ac- 
companying music is well rendered, and the 
volume of sound indicates that the congrega- 
tion generally is sharing in this part of the ser- 
vice. 

Seated for the s2rmon, I listen for a 
while, but my brisk ani rather long walk 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 
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The modest girl expects tittle and has much, The greedy boy wants everything and receives nothing. 
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to the church, the heated atmosphere and 
the monotone of the clergyman’s delivery, 
makes me drowsy. I struggled silently with 
the maiden and her p»ppies, and then roused 
myself to build a story around another rather 
uncertain foundation--a woman’s face. 

It was a mother’s face. 

Richly dressed, apparently in comfortable if 
not affluent circumstances, she seemed to me 
to be a typical mother. Her eyes were kind, 
large, dark and sympathetic. A little girl sat 
beside her and now sleepily nestled towards 
her mother. She folded her arm about the 
little one, and drawing the wee red-bonneted 
head close to her, clasped one tiny baby hand 
in hers, and then raised her head to listen to 
the sermon again. 

I thought of the poor little innocents who 
are pinched to keep awake ; of the scoldings 
others are given for sleeping in church ; and 
from the bottom of my heart, I revered 
and respected the mother who, knowing 
that her baby daughter's notions of decorum 
were crude, and that the weary little maiden 
violated no law of duty or sense of right, 
gathered her in her arms with a wealth of ten- 
derness and poured down from her love- 
kindled eyes, bright glances of inaffable affec- 
tion. 

We would that attention be paid to out ward 
forms of respect, but the church where the 
children are taught that God is worshipped 
should not be made a place of punishment, 
If the little onesare wearied with enforced quiet 
and inactivity, should not the mothers gather 
them into theirarms and let them sleep out 
their innocent slumber and dream their baby 
dreams to the content of their pure little hearts, 
for to them the law of kindness and the bless- 
ing of love is all they can understand of God as 
a Father. 








An Odious Comparison. 


Sogg—Fogey, old boy, you remind me of the 
earth. 

Fogg—Ah, solid ? 

Sogg—N-n-aw. You ought to know better 
than that. That theory's exploded long ago. 

Fogg (apologetically)—Of course, you're right 
—gaseous interior—but how these things do 
escape a man!—Drake's Mogazine. 
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The Romance of Jeff. Davis’ Courtship he made his way to the marquee of his son-in- 
law and, ap roaching the side, grasped him 
The early life of Mr. Davis was not devoid of | bY the hand. “Jeff,” he said fervently, “ with 


= glorious Rifles you have saved the day. 
t me confess that ‘Knox’ knew your worth 
and your mettle better than I did.” 


OHN J. TONKIN 


THE 


FASHIONABLE TAILOR & HATTER 


OF TORONTO 


romance. His first marriage was with Sallie 
Knox Taylor, a daughter of Zachary Taylor, 
who was elected President of the Unitei States 
in 1848, and the following circumstances, re- 
lated in an old chronicle, are descriptive of the 
incident. 

Afcer the “ Black Hawk war” Col. Taylor 
was assigned to the command of Fort Craw- 
ford at Prairie du Chien, then a wild region on 
the border, and removed thither with his fam- 
ly. Among the officers of the post was Lieut. 
Jeff. Davis, who had recently graduated from 
West Poiat, and being young, attractive, 
graceful, finely cultured, and a g talker, it 
was not long before he becamea favorite with 
the command, especially the ladies. Among the 
latter, it was observed that Miss Sallie, or as 
her father called her, ‘‘ Knox,” was more deeply 
impressed than the others, and her father look- 
ing with disfavor upon the situation, resolved 
to break up the possible alliance. Accordingly 
one day, calling his daughter into the parlor he 
said to her: 

‘“*Knox, what can be the object of Lieut. 
Davis in visiting this house so often?” 

‘*I can’t imagine, father, unless it is to see 
and talk with me.” 

‘* You surely do not encourage these visits?” 

‘*“Why not? Lieut. Davis is handsome, gen- 
erous, refined and courageous. Young ladies 
usually feel themselves complimented by the 
attentions of such gentlemen.” 

‘* This will never do—never do, Knox! I for- 
bid him the house!” 

‘Why, father, what possible objection have 
you to Lieut. Davis?” 

* He may be all that you claim for him, Knox, 
but he is too headlong and headstrong. If you 
should become his wife you would probably be 
left a widow after his first battle. In truth, 
to what fate that young man’s 
him. No, it won’t do, 
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there’s no tellin 
impetuosity will lead 
Knox—never do!” 





Anda P hagenesen =a a an — ap Tay- a 

or strode away with the imperious air of one ; 

whose word is law, leaving Miss Sallie to her French, English 

tears and a woman's resolves, AND 

a on ee = Sh suffi- hue Novel 

ciently pointed to indicate that his presence at erican Novelties 

Col. Taylor’s could be dispensed with. Noth- \ 

=< ee ee ar ae a suc- ‘ 

ceeding month, except that the health of the { . 

Colonel's accomplished daughter rapidly de- No. 3 Rossin Block 

clined = et triends on to ao she 

was marked as an early victim of the grave. i . 

Lieut. Davis, too, became irritable, and if any ae West 
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one dared to regret in his presence that Miss 
Sallie was not looking well, and on his account, 
his quick temper asserted itself in no uncertain 
tones. 

One morning, some time before dawn, Col. 
Taylor was aroused from his sleep with the in- 
formation that his daughter's pony was miss- 
ing from the stable and that Miss Sallie was 
nowhere to be found. 

**Can you tell me,” he inquired of his ser- 
vant, ‘‘whether Lieut. Davis’ horse is in his 
stall?” 

* Sure he’s not, sor, and his sarvent protists 
ared skin has rode him away, for there’s not 
another rider this side of bis owner who could 
get such jumps from a horse as the Lieuten- 
ant’s made, and that ye kin see by measuring 
the space betwixt his tracks.” 

That was enough for the Colonel. In a little 
while the house was aroused, and the whole 
garrison in a state of commotion. The general 
excitement was ry augmented haif an 
hour later by the discovery that Lieut. George 
Wilson (brother of Hon. Thomas F. Wilson of | 
Dubuque, Iowa), and Miss S-reet, daughter of 
Gen. Street, were also missing. There could be 
but one surmise, namely, that an elopement 
had taken place in due form, with the regula- 
tion groomsman and bridesmaid in attendance, 
and that the parties were even then speeding 
with all haste to the nearest clergyman. It 
proved true, for a few hours later they were 
descried galloping homeward to the fort across 
the prairie. 

While the event was a glad sensation among 
all the men, women and children of the little 
community that constituted the post. Col. 
Taylor declared with an oath as stron2 as he 
ever used that under no circumstances would 
he forgive Lieut. Divis or become reconciled 
with his daughter, and an alienation there- 
after existed as wide as the poles of the earth. 

Sixteen years later Gen. Zachary Taylor, 
commanding the American Army in Mexico, 
and Col. Jefferson Davis of the first Missis- 
sippi Rifles,were again brought face to face, It 
was the 8th of January, 1848. The sun had 
gone down on the battlefield of Buena Vista, 
and Col. Davis, severely and at that moment 
supposed to be mortally wounded by a cannon 
ball, lay in his tent awaiting death. It was | 
not a time to perpetuate a man’s passions, and 
Gen. Taylor could well afford to be in a forgiv- : 
ing mood. Mounting his horse, ‘Old Whitey,” | 91 Wilton Aveaue, near Church Street, Toronto 
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The “Grand” Heater 


A PERFECT BEAUTY—38 in. HIGH 


In presenting this stove 
to the public, we do not 
claim that you will aban- 
don your furnace nor your 
base burner, but we 
do claim that if you 
have a suite of rooms, a 
chamber, spareroom, din- 
ing room, office, or any 
other space not convenien= 
to heat with any of the 
present systems, you will 
buy the Grand in prefer- 
ence to anything else in 
the market. 











Call at 93 King St. 
West and see it, 











DAVIS 


1s not only the leading teacher 
of Dancing in Canada, but he is 
also a Musician, Author and 
Composer. He has originated, 
composed and published music 
for his fashionable dances: 
**Riople,” Jersey, La Bronco, 
La Zieka, Lawn Tennis dance, 
&c., &c.; is author and pub- 
lisher of the book, ‘‘ The Mod- 
ern Dance Tutor”; success- 
fully originated and taught the 
dances Canced at the Kirmess, 
1887; Art Fair (La Pavose), 
&c., 1888; Kirmess, 1889. He 
has taught dancing for over 
thirty years; his pupils num- 
ber over fifteen thousand. 
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Prof, J. F. Davis 


HIS ACADEMY IS AT 





THE HOLIDAYS ARE NEAR 
BILLIARDS IN THE HOME CIRCLE 


| In a lecture on Amusements, {delivered at Leith, Prof. Blackie said: 
‘Man is a social animal, ani if not provided with amusements he will plunge 
| into vice. It is as necessary to have a good and comfortable, and I would 
say consecrated, place of amusement as to have a church. It is as necessary 
to have a good sleep as a good dinner, and it is as necessary to have good 

| amusement as to have good sermons. I specially recommend billiards as hav- 
ing many advantages over other games. I have a little billiard table in my 
house, and the game is the best thing in the world.” 








We manufacture Billiard Tables for both the ENGLISH and AMERICAN 
GAMES and COMBINATION TABLES, all suitable for public or private use. 
We also import or manufacture everything appertaining to the games of 
BILLIARDS, POOL, BAGATELLE, BOWLING GREEN and BOWLING ALLEYS. 

MAHOGANY FOLDING BAGATELLE TABLES specially made for private 


use. 
We are the only manufacturers in Canada of IVORY and COMPOSITION 


BILLIARD and POOL BALLS. RE-TURNING and COLORING BALLS is given 
special attention, at moderate figures. 


SAMUEL MAY & CO. 


111 Adelaide Street West, Toronto 
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CHAPTER XIV. 
“ Shall I take off my hat before I sing?” said 
Miss West a. 
She was in Hubert’s sitting room. Mr. Lepel 
had the drawing-room floor of a iarge and fine 
old house in Russell square—a floor which con- 


- tained two drawing-rooms opening out of each 


other, a bed and bath-room and a small den, 
generally called a smoking-room, although its 
master's pipes and cigars were to be found in 
all corners of the apartments. Hubert had 
partially furnished the rooms for himself, and 
thus done away with the bare and ungarnished 
appearance usually characteristic of a London 
iedging. 


Miss West glanced around the room on her 
first entry with some astonishment largely 
commingled with admiration. The mixture of 
luxury and disorder which met her eyes might 
have surprised even persons more conversant 
with the world than Cynthia West. The golden- 
brown plush curtains between the rooms were 
half pushed back, and showed that the back- 
room had been turned intoa library. Shelves 
crowded with books, tables heaped with them,a 
great writing-table and a secretaire, showed 
that Mr. Lepel used the room for what might 
be called ‘‘ professional” purposes. But in the 
front drawing-room there had been attempts— 
and not unsuccessful attempts—at more artistic 
decoration. The curtains were of exquisite 
brocade, some charming etchings adorned the 
walls, great porcelain bowls of flowers had 
been placed on the oddly-shaped little tables that 
stood about the room. A pianette had been 
pulled out from the wall, and an Algerian 
shawl glistening with gold was loosely thrown 
over its back. Other articles of decoration were 
suggestive of foreign travel. A collection of 
murderous-looking weapons had been fastened 
on the wall between the two. windows, some 
Eastern embroideries were thrown here and 
there over the furniture, and an inlaid mother- 
o’-pearl stool, an enormous narghileh, and 
,5some Japanese kakemonos gave the room quite 
an outlandish air. In spite of its oddness, there 
was a brightness and pleasantness about the 
place, due to the gay tints of the Oriental stuffs 
and the hue and fragrance of the flowers with 
which pots and bowls and vases were plenti- 
fully filled. 

“Yes, take off your hat and cloak, please,” 
said Hubert, ‘if you do not mind the trouble.” 

“It is no trouble at all; I can sing much 
better without my outdoor things,” replied the 
girl promptly. 

She took off her little black and white hat 
and her neat little jacket, and displayed herself 
in a closely-fitting black gown which suited her 
admirably, in spite of its plainness. There was 
no touch of color or sign of ornament ; a rim of 
white collar around the neck and white cuffs at 
her wrists gave the only relief to the gown’s 
sombre hue, And yet, with the vivid beauty 
of her face above the plain dark garment, it 
seemed as if she could not have found a garb 
that was more absolutely becoming. She stood 
beside the little piano for a moment with a roll 
of music in her hand, and looked at Hubert 
questioningly. 

‘*Shall I play my own accompaniment?” she 
asked. 

*T never thought of that; I could have 
judged better of your voice if we had had an 
accompanist,” said her host, ‘I could play for 
you myself if you like.” 

‘“‘No; I will doit,” said Cyathia, decidedly. | 
**Go to the other end of the room, will you, | 
please, Mr, Lepel? You will hear me better | 
there.” 

There was a pretty air of command about her | 


. 

I had lost all my friends—not because I had 
done anything wrong, but because of—other 
things. I wanted to get something todo in a 
shop or as a servant girl—I did not care what. 
I tried all day, but nobody would give me work. 

bP Next day I began 
to search all over again, and again it was of no 
use. I had no money; I was very hungry and 
I sat down ona step and cried, and at 
last some one said to me, ‘ What is the matter, 
my poor child?’ And I lovked up, frightened, 
and saw an old man with a long gray beard and 
very dark eyes and a kind face stooping over 
That was Signor Guido Lalli, of the 





I slept in the Park at night, 


tired. 


me. 
Frivolity.” 


‘* T remember him in the band quite well,” said 


Hubert. ‘‘ He had a good face.” 


‘** Had he not?” exclaimed the girl with sud- 
‘“*He was the kindest, wisest, 
best man I ever knew! I could not help trusting 
He made me tell him 


den passion. 


him, he looked so good. i 
all about myself, and then he took me with him 


to the boarding-house in Euston Road where 
he lived, and said that he would be responsible 
to the landlady for me until I got something 


to§do. And Mrs, Wadsley was so fond of him 
that she took me on trust for his sake. 
believe she ever suspected how little he really 
knew about me. 
some friends of his, and between them they got 
me a little engagement at a theater; and then 
I had a small speaking part, and so on—you 
know as well as I do how young actresses go 
from step to step—so that I was able to sup- 


port myself after a time and be no longer a 


burden upon him.” 

* And would he not let you sing?” 

“No; he gave me lessons every day. and 
made me practice a long time; but I had to 
promise him that I would not sing te anybody 
but himself unless—-unless I were obliged. I 
used to be angry about it; but he was so good 
to me that I always gave in to him in the end. 
I fancy now that he had a purpose in it all. 
When I was sufficiently trained, he wanted to 
take me to Mapleson or some other great 
impresario, and get him to bring me out in 
opera.” 

‘* Very likely. But you say he died?” 

* Yes,” said the girl, with a sigh, ‘‘he died— 
suddenly too, so that he did not even say good- 
bye. He was found dead one morning in his 
bed. Since then I have been all alone in the 
world ; and I think Mr. Ferguson knew it, and 
wanted to take advantage of my position.” 

** No doubt of it.” 

**So then, as I had no engagement at the the- 
ater, I thought I wuuld see whether my voice 
would do anything forme. And, asI told you 
Jast night, I made up my mind to speak to 


ou. 

Hubert had stood with his arms on the piano, 
looking gravely down on the girl's bent face as 
she told her story. As she paused, she raised 
her head, and her great dark eyes looked 
straight into his with an expression of mute 
appeal which stirred his feelings strangely. It 
moved him so much that he was forced to take 
down his arms and turn aside from the piano 
for a moment or two; he scarcely wanted her 
to see how deeply he was touched. He soon 
came back to her side however, and said— 

“If I had refused to listen to you, what 
would you have done?” 

**T don’t know,” she answered immediately. 

‘* You would have gone to some manager— 
some celebrated impresario?” 

** And been snubbed and repulsed by one and 
all!” said Cynthia, with sudden passion. 

She rose from the music stool and stood 


| facing him ; he saw her bosom rise and fall, he 





which amused Mr. Lepel. This young woman, 
he reflected, as he took up the position which 
she had recommended, was not one who would 
be contented with a secondary position any- | 
where. She evidently considered herself born 


marked the varying colors in her cheeks, the 
light and shadow in her troubled eyes, as she 
poured out the impetuous words with which 
her heart was charged. 

**T could not have borne it! I do not know 





to rule. Well, he would do her bidding; he 
had no objection to the rule of a pretty woman. 
He was not disposed to take Miss’ Cynthia 
West and her singing very seriously—as yet. 

Cynthia seated herself at the piano, while 
Hubert flung himself into an easy-chair at the | 
father end of the room and crossed his arms | 
behind his head in an attitude of attention and 
endurance, which showed that he was not ex- | 
pecting much and was prepared to bear the | 
worst. For the singing of an average girl of | 
eighteen or nineteen with an ambition to ap- 
pear on a public stage is apt to be trying to the 
sensibilities of the true-music lover, and Hubert 
Lepel was no mean critic of the art. 

Cynthia played a few opening bars, and then 
began to sing a popular ballad of the day. 
When she had finished it, she did not look | 
round, but went on fingering the notes, gliding 
gradually into another key. Then suddenly 
she broke out into a fine old Italian aria, which 
she sang with much fire and expression, avail- 
ing herself of every opportunity of fioriture 
and cade, za afforded by the song. And thence, 
with only a few bars of symphony between, 
she launched herself upon one of Schubert's 
most passionate love songs, and sang it in a 
style which brought the listener to his feet at 
its close in a musical rapture that almost defied 
expression. 

‘Why, good heavens,” cried Hubert, with 
something not unlike a gasp, ‘‘ who on earth 
taught you tosing likethat? And your voice— 
do you know, Miss West, that your voice is 
simply magnificent?” 

Cynthia kept her head down, and continued 
to finger the notes—mutely this time. 

‘** I have been told that I might be able to sing 
at private concerts,” she said demurely. 

‘** Private concerts! You might sing at Her 
Majesty’s or Covent Garden—with a little more | 
training perhaps,” said Hubert, trying to be 
cautious, but failing to hide the satisfaction 
which shone out of his eyes as he approached 
the piano. ‘‘ Why have you never sung to any 
manager? At least you may have done so, but | 
I never heard a word of it; and a voice like | 
yours would be talked about, you know. 

“IT suppose it was old Lalli’s fault.” said | 
Cynthia carelessly. ‘‘He always impressed 
upon me that I could not sing a bit, and that I | 
inust wait for years and years before I dare 
open my mouth in public.” 

‘** And whois old Lalli?” asked Hubert, gath- 
ering "Pp her music and beginning to turn it | 
over, 

©. thia ¢rossed her white hands and looked 
down, a shadow flitting across her mobile face. 

‘He is dead,” she said softly. ‘‘He wasa 
very kind old friend, He lodged in the house 
where [am iodging now. As long as he lived | 
Ialways had somebody to advise me—some- 
body to depend on.” 

Her voice faltered a little. Some moisture 
was visible on the long dark eyelashes as they 
hung over the fresh young cheeks. Hubert 
thought again that he had never seen a woman 
half so beautiful. The touch of emotion soft- 
ened her loveliness—made it more human, | 
more appealing. His tone was less light, but 
more simply friendly, when he addressed her 
again. 

“* Was he a musician?” 

‘“* He was a violinist in the Frivolity orches 
tra. He had been a singer once, I believe ; at | 
any rate, he knew a great about singing, and 
he used to give me lessons. He used to tear | 
his hair and frown and stamp a great deal,” 
said Cynthia, smiling tenderly ; ‘‘ but he was 
kind. and I loved him very much.” 

**You met with him at the boarding house | 
where you live, I suppose?” said Hubert care- 
leasly. | 

Cynthia gave him a sudden glance. The | 
color came into her face. ‘ 

** No,” she said slowly; ‘‘he took me there. 
She raised her right hand and struck a few 
soft notes with it before she resumed her 
speech, ‘* You would like to know how it was 
perhaps?” She made long pauses between her 
sentences, as if she were considering what to 
say and what to leave unsaid. ‘I came to 
London about four years ago, in great trouble. 





how to put up with insult and contempt. I 
feel that I hate all the world when it treats me 
in that way. I never could be meek and good 
like other girls. I don’t mean that I want to 


| be wicked—I hope I am not wicked—but, if you 


had failed me, I think that I should have gone 
straight away to London Bridge and thrown 
myself into the river—for I should have had no 
hope left.” 

“* My dear girl,” said Hubert, rather gravely, 
‘*‘with that voice of yours you would have been 
very wrong to feel so easily discouraged.” 

**Oh, what would the voice matter if I could 
get nobody to listen to it?” cried Cynthia, with 
fiery scorn. ‘‘I may have a fortune in my 
voice, but how will the fortune benefit me if I 
can’t have it for the next five or ten years, and 
am starving in the meantime? I could not 
have stayed more than a few days at Mrs. 


| Wadsley’s, as I had no money, and was not 


likely to earn any. If I was turned out, where 


| was Ito go? It is winter now, not summer, as 


it was when I siept in the Park four years ago 
and dear old Lalli found me crying on the steps, 
A night out of doors in this weather would not 


| leave me much voice to sing with, I fancy! 


No; I had made up my mind, Mr. Lepel—if 
yov would not listen to me, I would go to 
London Bridge. If you think me wicked, I 
can’t help it; it was my last resource.” 

With her cheeks flaming, her eyes gleaming 
beneath her black brows, it was plain that she 
was dominated by passion of no common 
strength, by will and pride which made it well- 
nigh impossible for her to lead an ordina 
woman’s life. Hubert looked at her, stupefied, 
fascinated by her beauty; he was penetrated 


| by an admiration that he had never felt for a 


woman in all his life before. And she wasa 
mere girl yet! He knew that she would be ten 
times more beautiful in a few years’ time. 
“You were right to come to me,” he mar- 
mured, scarcely knowing what he said as he 


| gazed into the depths of the lustrous dark eyes. 


** You need have no fear—you will succeed.” 

Cynthia drew a long breath. Her attitude 
changed a little; limbs and features seemed to 
relax, the color died slowly out of her flushed 
cheeks, 

‘You mean,” she said, in a lower voice, 
‘that you do not think, after all, that I was 
very wrong—bold, unwomanly, I mean—to 


| speak to you, when I did not know you, in the 


street last night?” 

** Certainly not,” 

**I had no claim on you, I know,” proceeded 
the girl, the light of excitement fading out of 
her face and the perfect mouth beginning to 
quiver as she spoke. ‘It was only a fancy of 
mine that, as you had seemed to understand so 
well how dreadful it was to be alone—alone in 


| this great terrible London—you would hold out 


a helping hand to a girl who only wanted work 
—just enough to gain her daily bread.” She 
sobbed a little, and put’ her hand over her 
eyes. 

"* Miss West,” said Hubert, seriously, with a 
desperate effort to retain a composure which 
was very hard to a *T can only assure you 
that I shall consider it an honor to be allowed 
to help in bringing you to the notice of men 
who will do far more for you than I can hope to 


| do,’ 


She withdrew her hand from her eyes and 
looked at him with a brilliant smile, though 
the tears were still wet on her eyelashes. 

‘* You think I am worth helping?” she said. 
** And you wil: help me—you yourself?” 

‘*T will not rest,” answered Hubert. ‘‘I will 
work night and day and give body and soul, 
and I'jl see you a prima donna yet!” 

They both laughed, and then, obeying an im- 
pulse which stirred their hearts alike, be!d out 
their hands to each other and exchanged a 
friendly grasp. 





CHAPTER XV. 

The little village of Beechfield, like all other 
villages, had its dark corners where vice and 
misery reigned supreme, In old times Mr. and 
Mrs. Rumbold—good people as they were in 
their own fashion—had been content to leave 
these darker places to themselves; the decent 
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religious poor of the parish gave them enough 
todo. But under the new rector’s rule a new 


system had . Reverend Maurice 
vandale t that His duty lay amongst 
the lost sb as well as amongst those already 


in the fold. If he had been at Beechfield in the 
days before Sydney Vane’s death, he would 
never have let poor Andrew Westwood and his 
child remain outcasts from the interests of 
religious life. He would have visited them, 
talked to them, persuaded the child to go to 
school, perhaps even induced the poacher to 
give up his vagrant ways; at any rate, he 
would not have let them alone, but would have 
grappled fearlessly with the difficulties of their 


position and with that hostility which seemed. 


to exist between Westwood and the rest of the 
village. Whether he would have been success- 
ful or not it were indeed hard to say, but that 
he would have made a great effort to beso 
there can be no manner of doubt. 

Mr. Evandale’s new system produced a great 
sensation in the parish—not altogether a favor- 
able sensation either; for the villagers, who 
had gone on so long in quiet, comfortabie, self- 
complacent ways, did not regard with a favor 
able eye the changes which the rector intro- 
duced. All the old abuses which had slum- 
bered peacefully in darkness for so many years 
were exposed relentlessly by this too-energetic 
young man. He swept away the village band 
of stringed instruments from the church gal- 
lery ; he erected an organ in the chancel, and 
set the schoolmistress to play it ; he introduced 
new tunes into the choir, new doctrines into 
the pulpit; he played havoc amongst all that 
was fusty and musty and venerable in the vil- 
lagers’ eyes. He talked about drainage, and 
had an inspector down toinvestigate the state 
of the village water supply ; he waged war upon 
the publicans, set up an institute and library for 
the village youths, taught the boys, played 
with them—thrashed them too occasionally— 
and made himself a terror to evil-doers and the 
idol of the young ladies of the place. Naturally 
much was said against him, especially behind 
his back. To his face, people did not venture 
to say much, The young rector had such a 
fearless way of looking straight into people’s 
eyes, of saying what he meant and expecting 
other people to do the same, that he inspired 
something like fear in the shiftier and less 
trustworthy part of the community. On the 
other hand, the weak, the sick, the very young, 
instinctively loved and trusted him. ‘* He is 
beautiful in a sick-room,” averred the elder 
women. Perhaps his words seemed beautiful 
to them because they felt that by some myster- 
ious law of sympathy he understood their sor- 


rows without having been a partaker in them, 


that he had an infinite pity for the erring and 
the suffering, and that he never felt himself 
less of a brother to his flock because so many 
of that flock were sinful and ignorant and 
degraded, : 

So, parson though he was, he became the 
friend and confidant of half the village; and 
strange tales were poured into bis ear some- 
times—tales which the tellers would formerly 
have laughed at the idea cf relating to the 
rector of the parish so long as Mr. Rumbold 
reigned supreme. But to Maurice Evandale 
nothing seemed tocome amiss ; he had interest 
and sympathy for all. Stern to impenitent 
sinners he certainly was—brutal men and idle 
lads cowered under the lash of his rebuke ; but 
there was not a soul in the village who did not 
also know that a word of repentance, an act 
that showed a yearning after better things, was 
sufficient to melt the rector’s wrath and turn 
him from a judge and censor into a friend. 
Judging from the progress that Maurice 
Evandale had already made in the hearts of 
his people, there was a fair likelihood that if 
he stayed much longer he would be master of 
their affections and their intellects in a way 
which was unprecedented indeed at Beechfield. 

He was not often at Beechfield Hall. The 
Generai liked his society extremely, but Mrs. 
Vane declared that it fatigued her. 

“The man is so oppressively blunt and down- 
right,” she said, ‘* that one never knows what 
to expect from him next. He is a perfect 
bear.” 

**But, my dear Flossy, he comes of a very 
good family, and I have heard him praised on 
all sides for his distinguished manners,” expos- 
tulated the General. ‘‘I never knew a young 
man so courteous, so polished!” : 

‘*T am spoiled for young men, General,” said 
Flossy, extending her hand very graciously to 
her white-haired husband, 

It was not often that she showed herself so 
actively amiable towards him. She was usually 
somewhat passive, receiving his attentions 
with a languid indifference which would have 
disconcerted some men, but which did not dis- 
concert the unsuspicious old General. He was 
delighted with her little compliment, kissed 
her hand gallantly, and vowed that nobody 
should come near the house whom she disliked. 
So Maurice Evandale was not invited a second 
time to dinner. 

Naturally Enid was not consulted in the 
matter. She never expressed any opinion at 
all concerning the new rector. She had always 
been a regular church-goer, and, wet or f ne, 
never failed to be present at the class over 
which she presided every Sunday afternoon. 
She was not a whit more regular in her attend- 
ance at church and school than she had been 
before, whereas giddy girls like the doctor's 
daughter and the lawyer's bevy of fair damsels, 
and even the members of a neighboring squire’s 
large family of girls, had all taken to attendiag 
Mr. Evandale’s services and schools with unex- 
amplec regularity. Flossy, who seldom wert to 
church herself, but always inquired diligently 
after the worshippers and exacted an account 
of their names and number from her young 
kinswoman, used to utter sarcastic little gibes 
anent these young women’s clearly-mani- 
fested preference for Mr. Evandale, and was 
heard to say rather sharply that, if Enid 
followed their example, it would be worth 
while to have the horses out on a Sunday 
and drive over to the cathedral of Whitminster 





His Last Attempt To Ride Free. 





Cond actor—Now, gentlemen, your tickets, please. 
Razzl:d Rooney (from the wood box, where he thinks he has been detecte 1)—Director of 


der road, sir.— Judge, 





-— hi 





six miles away. But Enid never gave any aes The Pace Was Too Rapid. 

of liking the new rector any better thanshe| An ynfortunate riding-master in a traveling 
had liked Mr. Rumbold; and, as to take the | circus took cold and tor was called in. 
General away from the church in which he had | ‘After examining his patient the medicine-man 
knelt almost every Sunday since he came home | gaid rather brutally : - 
from active service in India after his old father’s | «you are in a galloping consumption, my 


death would have been to uproot one of the | friend,” 

most See age aa a * his ae Flor. “ Galloping! Good heavens, doctor,” said 
ence was wise enough to let the matter pass - “ S 5 
and to content herself with wishing that the a weve, for goodness sake try to make 


patron of the living had given it to an older 
man—or at least toa married man. There was 
always danger when a bachelor of eight-and- 
twenty, good looking—indeed very handsome— 
and with a comfortable income, came into close 
contact with young and romantic girls And 
Florence did not intend Enid to marry Mr. 
Evandale—she had other views for her. 

It was. strange to see how this white, silent, 
languid woman, whose only occupations in life 
seemed to be eating, sleeping, driving and 
dressing, was able to mould the natures and 
ambitions of others to her liking. Behind the 
mask of Flossy’s pensive beaury lay a brain as 
subtle, a will as inflexible, a heart as cold as 
ever daring criminal possessed. Nothing 
daunted or repelled her, and in other circum. 
stances and other times her genius might have 
made her a mark. for the execration of all suc- 
ceeding azes. But her sphere was not large; 
she had but indifferent material to work upon 
in the seclusion of a country home and the 
company of an old country gentleman and his 
niece ; and she could but do her best to gain 
her ends, even though the path of them lay 
across bleeding hearts and lives laid waste by 
her cruelty. 

(To be Continued.) 





SAVOY HOTEL 


Victoria Embankment, London 


Magnificent River View. Luxurious Suites with Private 
Bathrooms. Evectris light everywhere. No gas. All the 
corridors warmed night and day. 


The Restaurant 


Organized by M. RITZ and ‘‘FRANCOIS ” (M. RINJOUX} 
Fred of Monte Carlo. Is the only open air restaurant im 
ondon. 


Manager of Restaurant—M. ECHENARD. 
Chef—M. CHARPENTIER. 


The Cuisine rivals the most famous Continental Cafes. 
Hotel Manager—MR. W. HARDWICK, 


OVERCOATINGS 


MELTONS---all SHADES 
NAPS---various QUALITIES 


ALSO 


Whitneys, Montagnacs and Elysians 








Art in Dress. 


The peaked lapel and the shaw! collar ‘‘ swal- 
low tail” are the only coats that can be proper- 
ly worn for evening dress, though the dress 
sack is perfectly correct for ‘‘ stag” parties. 
Taylor & Co., Art Tailors, 89 Yonge street. 
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Full Range of Fall and Winter Suit- 
ings and Pantings 


THE BEST $3.50 PANTS 


IN THE CITY 


Bon-Bons. 


‘*Ma, what is hush?” asked a little boy. 

‘* Why, my dear, do you a-k?” 

‘* Because I asked sister Jane what made her 
ed he stick out so behind, and she said, 
‘Hush |" 


A man’s curiosity never reaches the feminine 
standard until someone tells him his name was 
in yesterday’s paper. 

‘*That man has had the entree to many of our 
best houses.” 

‘‘ What, that villainous looking creature 
Whceis he?” 

‘* Jimmie Faith, the burglar.” 


The sight of a fat man trying to look grace- 
ful in a bathing suit is what makes the little 
baldheaded fishes stand on their tails and grin. 


Captain—We are now about to cross the 
Equator. 

sady—Indeed? Lisette, run and fetch my 
opera-glass. I .want to have a good look at it. 


The latest phase of the eternal epigramma- 
ste duel between mother-in-law and son-in- 
aw. 

Mother-in-law is walking across the drawing- 
room when a heavy clock fal!s with acrash on a 
spot which the good lady has just passed over, 

Son-in-law murmurs to himself, gently : 

**Too slow, as usual,” 


> 


Two Hearts That Beat as One. 


“ Dearest, you have made me the happiest 
man in the world,” said the fond lover, after 
his sweetheart’s consent. ‘‘We are from 
henceforth one,” said he. 

‘Oh, isn’t that lovely?” she cooed. ‘“ All 
one, eh? Just as if you wereI and I were you!” 

** Yes, dear, we shall know each other's 
thoughts and feelings, and—why, what is the 
matter, love?” 

“I felt something bite us, didn’t you?” 





























B. SPAIN 


569 Queen St. West 





Brooches, Earrings, 
Scarf Pins, &c. 


In all the leading designs at rock bottom prices. 


Rings, 








Ladies’ Silver Watches, stem wind, war- 
ranted 15 years, only $4 50 

Ladies’ Solid Gold Watch, with geruine 
American movement, warrantied 26 
years, only $26 

Also choice assortment of peu suitable for the Holiday 





A Wise Man, 


Possibly the most sensible speech ever de 
livered, a perfect gem of brevity, was that of 
a man who, during some riots, was asked what 
his politics were. He did not know on which 
side his interrogators were, but he looked at 
their weapons, the pistols and bludgeons, and 
then made answer: ‘Gentlemen, I am of the 
same opinion as that gentleman there with the 
big axe?” 





GEo. EY. TROREY 


Manufacturing Jeweler 
61 King Street East, opp. Toronto Strest 








That Fixed It. 


Diner (complainingly )—This bill of fare is all 
French. 

Waiter (reassuringly)—Niver you moind that, 
sur; the cook is Oirish.” 


Wane NUH c 





HATTER 





The Old Man Broke. 

Chilly—I hear that the engagement between 
you and Miss Crash is broken of, Muneyseker. 
Who broke it off—you or Miss Crash ? 

preeT ae Raa. Her father broke it 


Chilly—How was that ? 
Muneyseker—He failed ! 


J.&J. LUGSDIN 


THE LEADING 


Hatters and Furriers 


101 YONGE ST., TORONTO. 


SOCIETY REGALIAS 


Faney Ball Costumes 








Precision of Language. 
Sharpley—Look at that splendid woman. 
. ba Banque Clark—What a grand color she 
as 
Sharpley—Not color, my dear boy—coloring. 











Abdicating the Throne. 
Mrs. Upton Flatte—Why Co you cry, cook? 
Bridget (about to be married)—It’s mesilf 
sn, dp be no betther than the rest of yez. 
—Puck, 





Gold & Silver Fringes Ei 
W. C. MORRISON'S 


161 King Street West 


NEW FICTION | 


Marvellously Low Prices 


** How I Escaped,” edited by the author of “Mr. 
Barnes of New York,” at 25 sents; ** John Bed win’s 
Testimony,” by Mary Hallock Foote, at 30 cents; an® 
‘The Battle of the Swash and the Capture of 
Canada,” by Sa. uel Barton, and under same cover Dr. 
Ww. George Beers’ celebrated speech at Syracuse, for 26 
cents. above are all from the press of 


J. THEO. ROBINSON, Publisher 


MONTREAL, 
Ask for them at your beoksellers. 











PRICE $10 


Writes tasily 35 to 40 Words Per Minute 


a hoot Simple, 1, durable typewriter. It never out 
EH 7 Ch of order. No instruction requ red. Can in the 
rr satchel and used on the cars. All bum- 


» ness men need it. Call and see it, or send for circular, 
mentioning this paper. The Typewriter im 

ment Co., Boston, Mass. Branch Office—7 

St. pool otpammae Copying done at three cente per hurm- 


nse vean 


Ee ee 


Rs. 








Oace m 
relief—r 
sorrow. 
“Perk 
away s8¢ 
shall fee 
some hi 
ment. 
refer ba 
“The 
the last 
rather lé 
its tardy 
it a gres 
easy, alr 
of the ey 
This 
—were | 
she thin 
house. 
were opt 
his dark 
been run 
ssem to 
enliveni 
when he 
us, as it 
times I 
has her ¢ 
she love¢ 
and hea 
thought 
the libra 
the door 
faded, ar 
pale and 
always d 
piano, ar 
“ee it i 
pretty p 
window 
frame. 
‘**T lool 
ful she v 
not for t! 
have bee 
than she 
life and 1 
**T had 
utes had 
me look t 
from the 
ward off 
voice fro 
harshly | 
@&man st 


eyes nev 
was her 


was pre 
again, m 
Separabl 
fear I st 



































| 





raveli 

alled - 
cine-mam 
tion, my 


yr,” said 
to make 


EL 


ith Private 
us. All the 





nt 


RINJOUX} 
taurant im 


D. 


tal Cafes. 
CK. 

IGS 
LITIES 


lysians 


r Suit- 


ANTS 





rices. 





% 


d, war- 


genuine 
ted 26 


e Holiday 
KY 


| Street 


pplies 


‘aney- 


ls, ete.. 


s inns | 


a 


i 





? 





se te see 





TORONTO SATURDAY NIGHT. 15 





THESTORY OF AN ERROR 


is Wedded Wife,” “A Fatal Dower,” “‘ Barbara,” “ Ladybird's 


"By the Author of “ 
Penitence,” ‘*‘ Bunchie,” ‘ 


OUR “FAMILY HERALD” SERIES. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. 


CHAPTER XXIV.-°: 


The autumn day was over; night had come 
with drearily-moaning wind and heavily-falling 
rain. In his dressing-room at Brancepeth, 
Hugh Cameron sat alone, thinking, as he 
leaned back in his arm-chair by the fire, of the 
dreadful destruction of all his hopes. 

The day had seemed to him very long. He 
had spent most of his time by Lady Sara’s sofa, 
holding her hand in his and forcing a smile 
when her eyes met his. The poor mother could 
not bear’ him out of her sight in her agony of 
tenderness and remorse ; and Hugh had striven 
bravely to lessen that anguish—so bravely that 
neither his mother nor Nest suspected how 
great the effort was ; only his father, with his 
clearer insight, with his remembrance of how 
he himself had once suffered, guessed how diffi- 
cult it was to feign that calmness, and force 
those smiles which gave such comfort to Lady 


Sara. 

Hugh had accepted his position with a silent, 
patient endurance which had won his father's 
deepest’respect. He had uttered no word of 
reproach against Sir Humphrey Gerant or 
against Stanley, when he knew the reason for 
their conduct; even now he did not blame 
them ; and yet, had not his father been faith- 
ful to the woman he had loved when she had 
wronged him cruelly? 

He raised his head, which had been resting 
on his hand, and looked about him, trying to 
shake off his depression. 

“Tf I think of her, I shall go mad!” he mut- 
tered between his teeth. ‘‘ Let me rather dwell 
on my father’s suffering and his eT 

There was a book lying on the table at his el- 
bow, which he had p there on entering the 
room and had forgotten. It was a thick manu- 

cript book, the cover of which was stam in 
gold with the initials ‘‘N. C.”; and as Hugh 
rvised his head his eyes fell upon it, and his 
face changed slightly. 

**T had forgotten!’ he murmured. ‘ Poor 
Nest! I promised her to read what she had 
marked. She too has suffered. What have 
we Camerons done to be socruelly tried! We 
Camerons!” He broke intoa bitterlaugh. “I 
have no right to class myself among them—I, 
who have no name but through the pity and 
forb2arance of my r father !” 

He drew the book towards him half reluct- 
antly. It would give him the details of that 
far-off trouble which overshadowed him now; 
but he was weary of the story which was so 
full of shame and bitterness for him. No one 
would suffer by it as he suffered ; for he would 
bear to his dyiag day the burden of its shame, 

Hugh sighed wearily as he opened the book. 
It was his aunt’s diary, and the pages she had 
marked towards the end of the book were 
those relating to his mother’s sad story. Ashe 
turned over the leaves, he saw that in the 
earlier portion of the volume the writing was 
close and the pages were entirely covered that 
this was followed by a blank, then only a few 
brief lines had been written after the dates, 
and that some days had no record at all. The 
marked pages were, however, closely covered 
with Nest’s graceful handwriting, and here and 
there the leaves were blotted as if tears had 
been shed upon them. 

Hugh drew a candle nearer to him and began 
to read ; and, as he did so, the old carved clock 
in the hall chimed the hour of midnight. 

** August 7th, 18—.—A few short days since I 
was regretting that this diary, begun at a time 
when I was so happy that I felt I must have 
some outlet for my happiness, would be noth- 
ing in future but the record of monotonous 
days full of trivial details ; but I was mistaken. 

Ouace more I have had to come to my diary for 
relief—not from excess of joy, but excess of 
sorrow, 

‘Perhaps, if I write it all down, it will take 
away some of its haunting unreality, and I 
shall feel that Iam not under the influence of 
some hideous dream. Let me try the experi- 
ment. [tis even possible that I may wish to 
refer back to it some day. 

‘The weather has been terribly hot during 
the last few days. Summer has come upon us 
rather late this year; but it is making up for 
its tardy appearance. Sara has seemed to feel 
it a great deal; she has been restless and un- 
easy, almost as if she had had a presentiment 
of the evil which was at hand. 

*' This evening, after dinner, we—Sara and I 
—were alone in her boudoir—the room which 
she thinks the pleasantest in this pleasant old 
house. The windows opening on to the lawn 
were open, and Hugh, in his velvet suit, with 
his dark hair cut square on his forehead, had 
been running in and out. The heat does not 
szem to impair his activity, and he had been 
enlivening us with his chatter all day. But, 
when he had gone off to bed, silence fell upon 
us, a3 it often does when we are alone. Some- 
times I have thought that Sara, like myself, 
has her dark hours; but, with a husband whom 
she loved and who adored her, and so beautiful 
and healthy a child as Hugh, I had put the 
thought away asabsurd. Philip had gone into 
the library to write some letters; and, when 
the door closed after him, Sara’s pretty smiles 
faded, and she leaned back in her chair, looking 
pale and weary, but perfectly lovely, as she 
always does. Presently she rose, went to the 
piano, and struck a few chords, 

‘“*it is too hot to play!’ she said, in her 
pretty petulant way; and she went to the 
omer and stood there leaning against the 
rame. 

‘*f looked over at her, thinking how beauti- 
fulshe was. I loved her for her beauty; but 
not for that alone. No mother, no sister could 
have been more tender, more patient with me 
than she was when that storm swept over my 
life and made it desolate. 

‘*‘T had resumed my reading, and a few min- 
utes had passed, when a strange sound gnade 
melook up. Sara was moving slowly backwards 
from the window, holding out her hands as if to 
ward off some invisible horror, and I heard a 
voice from the veranda without utter her name 
harshly and mnpeentieesy. The next moment 
@ man stood on the threshold of the window. 

‘*Sara was deadly pale, her lips were color- 
less and parted in horror, as she gazed out 
wildly into the semi-darkness where the man 
lingered, hesitating to advance, as I fancied ; 
but I was mistaken, for the next moment he 
came forward into the lighted raom. 

‘‘As the man advanced, Sara retreated, her 
eyes never moving from his face. So startling 
was her expression that I could not utter a 
word in my surprise and alarm. 

“The intruder was a man of middle age, 
whe might at one time have been handsome, 
but on whose face hard living and ignoble 
thoughts had left indelible lines. His dress 
‘was shabby and dirty, he was unshaven, and 
his bleared eyes gleamed beneath the broken 
brim of his cap with an expression of triumph- 
ant cruelty horrible to see. For a moment I 
looked at him, then, with an irrepressible 
shudder, turned my eyes upon my sister. 

‘She had retreated from him until the wall 
had barred any farther movement; and she 
stood leaning against it, still holding out her 
hands with that strange repellent ture. . 

““*T gee you know me!’ he said, in a harsh 
husky voice. ‘There:is no need to introduce 
myself, is there? And yet it is so long since 
we met that I should not have been surprised 
f you had not recognized me, especially as I 

have altered more than you have. 

‘She answered not a word; but the expres- 
sion of horror on her face deepened. 

“**T have surprised you,’ he said, with a care- 
less laugh. ‘I have wai two days for this 
sbporcantty. You see, I was considerate; I 
did not wish to intrude when your husband 
was present—your husband!’ He laughed 
again, mockingly. ‘And you are such an in- 
separable pair of turtle doves that I began to 
fear I should have to spoil sport. I thought 


of a jury, led my coll es out, and with long 
face pronunced the verdict of ‘guilty of murder 
in the first degree upon the prisoner. Then I 
sat down, my chair tilted against the window, 
and listened to the stern decree of the court, 
‘to hang by the neck until d——’ 

‘‘ Just then three pals of the condemned man 
walked in with loaded guns, and the sentence 
was never finished. I dropped back through 
the window, the court followed, and the 
prisoner never has been seen to this day.” 


‘A Foolish Marriage,” etc. 


you were alone now,’ he added, scowling at 


me, 

“Still she did not speak a word—which 
seemed to disconcert him, I thought, for he 
uttered an impatient exclamation. 

‘You don’t seem overjoyed to see me!’ he 
said savagely. ‘ Your reception leaves much to 
be desired. I have been searching for you far 
and wide since I left et | late residence. I was 
rather crippled for funds, you see, or I might 
have found you out sooner. The wife’—he 
laughed again—‘ of the millionaire shipowner, 
herself an Earl's daughter and a beauty, has 
too lofty a position in the world of fashion not 
to be easily discovered. But I had to travel on 
foot, you see, and that has given my hair and 
beard time to grow. Why don’t you speak?’ 
he broke out suddenly. ‘ Has joy stricken you 
dumb!’ 

“A great trembling seized her as she stood 
leaning against the wall. I moved slowly to- 
wards her, A few minutes before I had been 
about to ring and summon the servants ; but 
now my fear was lest any one should come in 
until this dreadful intruder had departed. I 
saw he had some claim upon Sara which she 
could not ignore. 

** Suddenly she raised her hands and pressed 
them to her temples. 

*** Not dead !’ she said, in a low hollow tone. 
* Not dead !’ 





Are There Others Like Her? 


“ Augustus, dear, I bought something 
awfully nice to-day in town,” remarked Kath- 
rine at dinner last evening in the little Queen 
Anne cottage on Staten Island, as she looked 
across the table at her young husband, 

** Yes, dear?” 

** Yes; I bought your Christmas present.” 

‘* What was it?” 

** Oh, I can’t tell you now. And I bought the 
present you are going to give Marjorie.” 

** My present to Marjorie?” 

“Yes, and the present you’re going to give 
the baby.” 

i ae ae dear, I——” 

“Oh, it is just lovely. You will see it on 
Christmas Eve. And 1 bought the present 
you’re going to give me, and——” 

“But, really, Kathrine, I should like to 
choose my own present to——” 

“Oh, I know it is just what you would have 
thought of ; and I saw a lovely thing which I 
am going to get for Marjorie to give you, but 
you'll have to give me the money for it, dear; I 
spent allI had. And I want to get your pres- 
ent to sister Jessie, too, and——’ 

Augustus said something right there, but as 
he said it to himself it wouldn't be fair to 
He is wondering to-day if there are 





see a girl who looks cunning, and they think 
there is not going to be girls enough to 
around, and they begin to get their work in 
real spry; and before they are aware of the 
sancity of the marri relation they are 
hitched for life, and before they own a cook- 
stove or a bedstead, they have to get up in the 
night and go after a doctor, so frightened that 
they run themselves out of breath and abuse 
the doctor because he does not run too, and 
| 


JOHN FLETCHER 


IRON AND STEEL WORK 


Roors, GIRDERS, BEAMS, 
STAIRS, COLUMNS 

when the doctor gets there, there is not enough KINDS PURPOSES 

linen in the house to wrap upadoli baby. It es eS ee ee 

is ashame and a disyrace-—Cincinnati Medical 

Journal. 
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Christmas-Land, 


When Christmas white comes in the night 
And lines the lawn, the glebe and glade, 
Then dozing lads and lassies haste 
To reach in dreams, the land of taste 
Along the fields of jujube paste, 
Across the streams of lemonade. 





Real Estate and Commercial Exchange 


A moment seems a day in dreame, 
A miaute for a month avails, 
Until they reach the honeyed land 


TELEPHONE 897 
Where sugar takes the place of sand, 


And gum-drop trees on every hand 


Are plundered by the vanilla gales. 


18 Yonge St. Areade Toronto, Ont 


CHAS. ROGERS & SONS 60. 
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The hills are made of marmalade, 
And jellied into dales and dells ; 

The peaks in taffy ridges rise 

Where soda-fountaine fizz to skies ; 

Where bushes bend with custard p‘es, 
and trees hang low with caramels. 


The streams that leap adown the steep 
Are melting creams of frozen ice ; 
And these in rivulets begun 
With ‘‘ mallows” scftened by the sun 
Into the sponge-cake valleys run, 
With everything that’s sweet and nice. 






























‘***Not dead? Of course not!’ he replied jeer- 
‘You thought I was, did you? ell, 
the wish was father to the thought, I suppose | 
am very 
much alive, I assure you ; and the extreme reg- 
ears of my life has 
greatly improved my health. But come,’ he 

d for the 
welcome which = faithful and dutiful; wife 


What 
Instinctively I drew near to Sara 
and put my arm around her; but she seemed 


ingly. 
I am sorry to disappoint you; but I 
ularity of the last ten 
added—‘I have traveled a long way 
seems inclined to withhold |’ 

‘* A low cry of horror broke from me. 
did it mean 


quite unconscious of my presence. 


“** Wife!’ she echoed, in the same hollow 
‘The 


tone, 

“*Yes—wife,’ he answered calmly. 
term is the correct one, I imagine.’ 

‘***T am not your wife!’ she gasped. 


with a hoarse laugh. 


denly. 


self up, looking at him with flashing eyes. The 
movement stung him, blunted and debased as 
he appeared to be. 

“**Oh, Iam not good enough for you now!’ 
he said savagely. ‘You were willing enough 
to sacrifice a good deal for me ten years ago!’ 

‘*Sara shuddered et ; and, tremb- 
ling almost as much as herself, interposed. 

***You are — my sister!’ I exclaimed, 
as firmly asI could. ‘If you will not leave us, 
I must ring for the servants!’ 

** He laughed and glanced at me carelessly. 

*** You are a girl of spirit,’ he said; ‘but, if 
— have any regard fcr your sister, as you call 

er, you will do nothing of the kind. Your 
best course is to hold your tongue and not to 
interfere between man and wife!’ 

‘*** Sara,’ I whispered, ‘tell meit is not true 
—let me send for Philip!’ - 

‘** She cannot deny it,’ declared the man sul- 
lenly. ‘She is my wife! Your brother the 
millionaire is out of the running. He has 
had a good long innings; it is my turn. La 
femme doit suivre son mari, you know !’ 

‘Sara raised her drooping head and looked at 


im. ‘ 

***T would die first,’ she said wildly. 

- shrugged his shoulders and laughed 
again. 

***T am sorry to force your inclination,’ he 
said, with an affectation of courtesy which was 
more repulsive than his brutality. ‘But, que 


voulez-vous |” 
‘“**T am the wife of a good man,’ she nate 
» be 


piteously. ‘He never injured you. 
merciful—spare him !’ 

‘“* My dear girl,’ he rejoined calmly, ‘ Mr. 
Philip Cameron has as much right to suffer as 
the rest of us. You are a lovely woman, Sara, 
and I feel all my old affection for you reviving.’ 

**Oh, Heaven,’ she moaned—‘ have pity !’ 

** A look of mortal agony contracted her face, 
her limbs became rigid, and she must have 
sunk to the ground but for a pile of cushions 
beside us on which I managed to place her. 

*** Oh, be silent—you are killing her |’ I cried, 
in an agony of fear; for indeed I thought she 
was dying. ‘Leave her with me, I implore 
you, since I have not the right to send you 
away!’ : 

**T see she is a little overcome,’ he said 
coldly. ‘She will be better in a moment.’ 

‘* Her eyes were turned upward to mine with 
an awful expression of ny, and she cowered 
lower and lower upon the cushions, as if she 
would slip from my arms. Suddenly I felt her 
shudder, she sprang to her feet. Upon the 
death-like silence in the room a sound had 
fallen—we could hear Philip as he came down 
the corridor, which led to the room where we 
were, singing to himself a few lines from one 
of his favorite duets : 

*« «Oh that we two sat dreaming 
On the sward of some sheep-trimmed down, 
Watchiag the white mist steaming 
From river and mead and town ! 
Oh that we two—oh that we two— 
Oh that we two sat dreaming !’ 

‘** Nest,’ gas Sara, as the sound came 
nearer, ‘it is Philip—it is Philip! Keep him 
out! Oh, great heavens, don’t let him come— 
don't let him come!’ 

‘*She was half-clinging to me, half pushing 
me from her. For a moment I hesitated—for 
she was swaying to and fro, and I feared she 
would fall ; but she repeated wildly : ‘ Don’t let 
him come!’ and, as fast as my trembling limbs 
would allow, I hurried to the door. But I was 
too late. Before [ could reach the door, it 
opened from without, and Philip, handsome, 
smiling, with the words of his song still upon 
his lips, entered the room, and, advancing a 
few steps, paused suddenly, looking with 
mingled amazement and anger at the scene be- 


fore him. 
(To be Continued. ) 





They Could Escape Him.§ 


A gentleman was talking to a blind beggar. 
‘* Well, my poor fellow, how’s business?” he 


asked. 
** Dull, sir, dull!” ‘ Y 
“T wonder at that. Blindness is so touching. 
“Ah, sir, it has its drawbacks. The stingy 
ones can pass us without giving anything. 
They know we can’t see them blush. 


— OT oO 


She Obeyed Orders. ee ae 

Marian—What do you think of Mr. Derby, 
Gladys? 

Gladys—He seems to be a very agreeable 
young man.” 

Marian— Well, I didn’t like him a bit. 

Gladys—Why not? 

Marian— Why, we stood under the mistletoe 
together for full five minutes this evening, and 
be didn't—well, he didn’t, that’s all.—Harper's 

azar, 


Seteneneiee. a 





From Tmgedy to Grim Farce. 

“It was seven years ,” said Mr. C. R. H. 
Davis, in the St. Louis “Republic, “that I saw 
snstion turn from ti o farce in a twink- 
ing. It was in one of those pine board court 
houses of the mining regions that I, as foreman 


/ 


“*T am sorry to contradiet you; but I cannot 
leave your assertion unchallenged,’ he returned, 
i *You’re not going to 
faint, are you?’ he asked, starting forward and 
seizing her arm as she swayed forward sud- 


“I think she would have fainted but for his 
touch. That roused her; she shook off his 
hand with a gesture of loathing, and drew her- 


repeat it. 


whose wives have so thoughtfull 
themselves the selection af 


built on that plan. 
readers may enlighten him.—JN. Y. Sun, 





Enthusiasm at a High Pitch. 


must beat the Eiffel Tower. 


as high and three times as broad. 
Third Chicago 
Let’s do something fresh. 


run passengers down to China for ten cents, 

Fifth Chicagoan—Good ! 
a@ million billion. 
subscriptions for half of it to begin on. 

Sixth Chicagoan—That’s the talk, and we 
want grand buildings, too; no wood and iron 
for us, Every structure should be of marble, 

Seventh Chicagoan—Or silver. 

Eighth Chicagoan—Make’em of gold-studded 
diamonds. : 

Ninth Chicagoan—Glorious! Use the dia- 
monds for windows. What we want is— 


Waggish New Yorker (interrupting)—Beg 
rdon, gentlemen, but I am a bill collector 


‘or— 
All (suddenly vanishing)—See you later.— 


New York Weekly. 





Not a Surprise. 


Kentucky Official—Madam, I am after your 


son. He got into a fight in a saloon in our 
town and killed four men. 

Mrs. Backwoods— Wall, now, did he really ? 
I s’pose the dear boy was sleepy. Ever since 
he was a little baby he was always sort o’ 
cross when he was sleepy.—NV. Y. Weekly. 





Thirst for Knowledge. 


City Belle—I ae — stay in our city will 
not be short, Mr. De Science. 

Mr. De Science (member of the American 
Ornithologist’s Union)—Thank you, but my 
sojourn must be brief. I am here attending 
the Ornithological Convention at che Museum 
of Natural History, and the sessions will soon 
be over. 

‘* What kind of a convention did you say?” 

** Ornithological—about birds, you know.” 

**Oh, yes, yes. How stupid of me! Do you 
think they will be worn much next season ?”— 
N. Y. Weekly. 





A Moment With Science. 


Called (great scientist)—The working of the 
human mind when asleep are full of wonder. 
Have you never started up from a sound, 
dreamless sleep, with every sense on the alert, 
and with your whole being thrilled with a vivid 
yet indefinable feeling that something was 
wrong, and instant action required ? 

Mrs. Tantrum—Often, and in nearly every 
case I have found that I was awakened by the 
fumbling of my husband’s night key at the 
front door.—N. Y. Weekly. 





After the Festivities. 
Mistress—Are these the apples I sent you to 


get? 

Bridget—They are that same. 

Mistress— Why have you bitten them all ? 

Bridget—Sure, mum, ye told me to get 
nothin’ but good atin’ apples, an’ I tasted’ ivery 
wan iv thim; an’ what wid the grane wans an’ 
the wormy wans, I'm like to die?—Harper's 
Bazar. 


lt Was His Specialty. 

True friends meeting in the street: 

You’re no better, then? asks one, You cer- 
tainly do look seedy. 

Yes, liver as usual, you know, I have been to 
ten doctors for it. 

Have you been to Dr. Blanc? He is the only 
man who can do you good. 

Made a special study of it ? 

Oh, yes, he’s a martyr to it himself. 














The Story of the Little Man and Ellie 
the Little Maid. 


The drama lifts its curtain 
The players are arrayed, 

The garlands are got ready, 
And, when the money’s pa‘d, 
You see a little man 

And he woes a little maid. 


Dame Fiction pens her tablets, 
They're a million copies made, 

Her theme’s the same by any name; 
When all is done and said 

It’s all about a little man 

Who woos a little maid. 





The puppets take their places, 

The farce of Life is played ; 

"Tis a shifting panorama 

With all the world enemies, 

For you're, yourself, the little man 
Or you're the little maid. : 
—Christmas Puck. 


_ 
When Marriage is a Failure. 

According to a bachelor editor, the following 
is why so many marriages prove a failure. 
He says that nine-tenths of the unhappy mar- 
riages are the result of n human calv: s 
being allowed to run at large in the society 
pastures without any yokes on them. They 
marry and have children before they do mus- 
taches; they are fathers of twins before they 
have two pairs of pants, and the little girls 
they marry are as old as their grandmothers in 
schemings, Occasionally one of these gosling 
marriages turns out all right, but it is acleer 
case of luck. Ifthere was a Jaw against young 
galoots sparking or worrying before they have 
cut all their teeth, we suppose the little cusses 
would evade it in some way, but there ought 
to be a sentiment against it. It is time enough 
for these bantams to think of finding a pullet 
when they have raised money enough to buy a 
bundle of lathe to build ahen house. But they 














any other young (or old) husbands in this city 
taken upon 
the family Christ- 
mas presents. He wunders if all women are 
Perhaps some of our 


First. Enthusiastic Chicagoan (on busy cor- 
ner)—We must have the World’s Fair, and we 


Second Uhicagoan—Yes, we want one twice 
an—That’s only imitation. 


Fourth Chicagoan—I have it. Let’s dig a 
hole through the earth, put in an elevator and 


It can be done for 
Let’s run around and get 





95 and 97 Yonge Street 
NEW DESIGNS 


HINA FURNITURE 


Buy of the Manufacturer and Save Money 


PATENTS 


Caveats and Re-tssues secured, Trade-Marks registered, 
and all other patent causes in the Patent Office and before 
the Courts promptly and carefully prosecuted. 

Upon receipt of model or sketch of invention, I make 
careful exaatiention, and advise as to patentability free 
of charge. 

With my offices directly across from the Patent Ofice, 
and being in personal attendance there, it is apparent that 
I have superior facilities for making prompt preliminary 
searches, for the more vigorous and su ul prosecution 
of applications for patent, and for attending to all business 
entrusted to my care, in the shortest possible time. 

FEES MODERATE, and exclusive attention given to 
patent business. Information, advice and special refer- 
ences sent on request. 

R. J. LITTELL, 
Solicitor and Attorney in Patent Causes, 
Washington, D. C., 
Opposite the U. 8. Patent Office. 
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CHIROPODIST & MANICURE 


Finger Nails Beautified, Corns, 
Bunions and In-growing Nails 
Cured without Pain. 

Has Removed to Room 1 


39 KING STREET WEST 


Then o’er the mead, with eager greed, 
The youngsters flit like sunny gleams; 
But ere a single sip they take 
The jelly mountain starts to quake. 
It ee ae ae ; they awake 
——that’s the way it is with dreams. 
—Lippincott’s Magazine. 
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Where He Made His Mistake. 


One of the store windows down town dis- 
ve an elaborate set of furniture of a style 
an pe ye that would be suitable either 
for a wedding chamber or the sleeping room of 


a wealthy bachelor. On «a soft Turkish ru 
stands a richly carved bedstead with a be 
upon it eee, ready for use, several fragile 
chairs with gilt frames a big lounging chair, 
and a handsome dressing case with a lofty 
mirror. Scattered about in picturesque con- 
fusion are many dainty bits of bric-a-brac. 

A motley crowd stood in front of the window 
the other night gazing admiringly at this pic- 
ture of comfort. In the center of the crowd 
stood a big man with long flowing side whis- 
kers. He was talking in a loud voice to a mod- 
est-appearing woman who clung to his arm. 

‘*Tt’s wonderful how they get oe now- 
adays,” the man was saying. ‘‘ Why, when I 
was a boy no one would ever think of chipping 
out grooves and hollows in a good solid piece 
of walnut like that bedstead there, and nobody 
would dare to put gilt on a chair for fear of 
ruining his friend’s clothes. And just look at 
theimages! Them’s downright deceitful. No- 
body can hardly tell that that cat over there 
wasn’t real, ae about her’s so natural 
except her tail, which is too short. Nobody 
ever see a regular live cat with a tail like that. 
It’s honest to have it that way, though, for it 





(Mention this Paper.) 





shows the firm’s trying to do business on a 
square _ basis, and ain’t trying to deceive no 
one — 

The big man’s discourse came to a sudden 
end, for the cat rose to its feet, stretched itself 
lazily, and walked away. aoe = 








Mt. Charles Restaurant 


LUNCHEON AND DINING ROOMS 


ZO YONGE STREET 


Next door to Dominion Bank 







SUITABLE FOR y 


a): Small Rooms, Par-, 
“lors, Dining Rooms 
and Offices. 


OPENED. 


It may be draped to suit any style of apartment in which 
it is placed, and made an admirable auxiliary to its furni- 
ture. H. P. DAVIES & CO., 207 Yonge Street, Toronto. 





X L STEAM LAUNDRY 
42 Richmond Street West Lunch Counter for Gentlemen on the 
round floor. Finest Bar in Canads. 
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TO BE HAD OF ~ 
29 ALL DRUGGISTS 


Increase the Appetite 


By taking Ayer’s Cathartic Pills. This remedy is thorough in its action, imparts tone 
and strength to the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, and enables them to perform all 
their functions properly. **I have used Ayer’s Pills, for a number of years, and 
have never found anything equal to them for stimulating the appetite, and imparting 
energy or strength to the system. I always keep them in the house. — R. D, Jackson, 
Wilmington, Del. ** For over two years I was afflicted with torpidity of the Liver, 
I had no appetite, suffered from Constipation, Indigestion, Headache, Pain in the Side 
and Back, and General Debility.  Ayer’s Pills were the first medicine to give me 
relief. I took three boxes of them, and was cured. This remedy never fails to 


Stimulate the Liver 
and quicken the appetite. Ayer'’s Pills promptly relieve Headache, and are the 
best cathartic | know of. — George O. Williams, West Meriden, Conn. 
During the spring of 1877 a disagreeable | 








For a number of vears T was troubled 


taste in my mouth entirely destroyed my with Biliousness, which almost destroyed 
appetite. “My tongue was thickly coated,; my health. This ailment commenced 
and what little food I ate distressed me.|in Costiveness. Indigestion, Headache, 
Believing my trouble to originate in a dis- | and Dizziness soon followed. L became 
ordered liver, | commenced taking Aver’s | weak, emaciated, and totally unfitted for 
Cathartic Pills. [ felt an improvement! work of any kind. I tried various reme- 
after the operation of the first dose. I) dies, but nothing afforded me any relief 
continued their use in diminished quan-| until [ began taking Ayer’s Pills. They 
tities, for a short time, and am satisfied | cured me, speedily, and L now believe 
that these Pills have completely eured me. | them to be the most relinble cathartic in 
— Sophie Harmon, Biddeford, Me. ; use. — G. S, Wanderlich, Scranton, Pa, 
’ SUGAR-COATED 
CATHARTIC 8 


Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Masa. Sold by all Druggists. 
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randmother’s Christmas Turkeys. 


Long years ago alittle child played around 
the door of a farmhouse, The dwelling’s 
front was squarely built, but it had a long line 
of kitchens and wood-house trailing after it. 

Cherry trees lined the fence enclosing the 
dooryard. Beneath them, on the right, an old 
weather-beaten bench stood. On it were set 
milk pails and cans that coquetted with the 
sunbeams which flashed bright glances at them 
through the mass of foliage and bloom. Near 
the gate a smoke house stood, and a little from 
it was alow board frame, in which some young 
turkeys were wandering aimlessly about. 

The child leaned over the boards and watched 
them. “Ain’t they got funny little yellow 
legs, grandpa,” she exclaimed, as an old man 
emerged from the woodshed door. Then, 
catching sight of a large pan of salt, which he 
carried, she cried excitedly, ‘‘ Where are you 
going? O,1know-—to salt the sheep! Can't I 
go to?” 

Wistfully she looked into his face, while the 
eager child-question broke from her lips. He 
glanced down at the tiny figure; he thought 
of the long lane, the steep hills, and hesitated ; 
but the pleading eyes and childish half- 
troubled face over-ruled his objections, and 
after a moment he said, ‘“ Well, run and ask 
your ma.” 

Swiftly she sped and, half breathless reached 
the busy mother, putting her question 
with dilated eyes. But mother thought 
the way too long, and the grass too 
damp. In tears the little one made haste to 
rejoin the waiting grandfather. Half sobbing 
she made known her cause for grief in the 
brief sentence, ‘Mamma says I can’t go.” As 
he went on alone, she followed him to the gate, 
climbed up on it, and, with rebellious little 
peart sat and watched him go slowly to the 
barn, then down and up the winding hill road : 
finally catching the last glimpse of his straw 
hat as it disappeared behind the tangled, pro- 
jecting roots of a stump fence. 

She thought of the cool green flats, with the 
noisy river gurgling and chattering over the 
sharp stones. She seemed to see the sheep 
which, in response to her grandfather’s call, 
‘* Nan, Nan, Nan,” came running towards him. 
She fancied she saw their slender legs, and 
quivering woolly coats, as they leaped over 
stones and fallen brush, hurrying to him with 
their plaintive, ‘‘Ba! Ba! Ma!” 

Like older children she roamed with fancy’s 
aid in forbidden paths; and forgot that the 
sun shone just as brightly up by the farmhouse, 
and that the trees were laden to bending with 
the dazzling promise of cherries by-and-bye. 

After a little, she climbed down from the gate, 
picked some dandelions, and then wandered 
over to look at the little turkeys again. 

“*I didn’t come to feed you, youlittle greedies,” 
she cried as they came to her, with outstretched 
necks, and eyes which seemed to reproach her. 

Listlessly she looked at them for a moment 
and then with a bright smile, exclaimed 
triumphantly, “If I can’t go and help salt the 
sheep, I’fl salt the turkeys!” 

The yellow flowers dropped from her hand ; 
and she hurried into the woodshed. The bar- 
rel of salt was high, but, scrambling up and 
tipping herself over its edge, she managed to 
fill her hands with glistening crystals. 

No one saw her—grandma was making pies 
in the pantry; mother was sewing away up- 
stairs and Mary, busied with her kitchen work, 
did not notice the wee woman. . 

Without being questioned she carried the Central Office for (‘anada : 
salt out and scattered it down before the rest- | — —EEE 
less fowls. They pecked it greedily and the 
child forget her disappointment and played ; = ee 


about—the happiest of care-free little ones. : ia — , 
Grandfather came home. Dinner was over . HIS is where the Business Men of Toronto their 
and grandmother, carrying a shining dish of . : 7 , 
food, went out to feed her fowls. Wives and Daughters are taking their mid-day 
lunches and afternoon refreshments with comfort and 
satisfaction. 
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I devote special attention to the manufacture of these garments, and my facilities are unsurpassed. This is a branch of the business that has been overlooked by all 


elo hiers and merchant tailors. What little has been done, they have charged such enormous prices for it that it has been the means of stopping one of the largest 
branches in the trade. We have decided to make this one of the leading specialties of our well-known establishment, and will do it on a small margin of profit, for wh'ch 


we have been noted for years, GET YOUR PRICES BEFORE PURCHASING. 
P, JAMIESON, the Clothier, corner Yonge and Queen Streets 


Cor. Yonge and Queen Streets, Toronto 
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SEWING MACHINES 


| LADIES: 


‘Do you prefer a Machine with an Oscillating 
Shuttle ? 


Or one with a Vibrating Shuttle ? 
Or an Automatic with a Single Thread ? 
We make them all. 


The Singer Manufacturing Company, New York 


AGENCIES EVERYWHERE a 
No. 66 King Street ‘ West,” Toronto| 
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They did not run towards her, and an aston- 
ishing sight greeted her when she reached 
their little home. The poor little turkeys— 
Christmas turkeys—were lying on the ground. 
Some were dead; others still living, though 
gasping as if choking. All were certainly de- 
stroyed. Grandmother's exclamations of won- 
der soon drew several members of the family a 
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grains of salt were discovered beside one of the 
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her hand had scattered death, told them with a) 
baby earnestness, ‘I couldn't go with grandpa 
J.S.POWLEY & CO. 
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to salt the sheep, and I just salted the turkeys 
instead,” 

Every one laughed a little, and, then by 
a few words the child understood that the 
salt had killed the ‘‘ poor little turkeys.” She 
was not scolded. The innocently told tale pre- 
cluded the decision ‘*‘ malice aforethought,” but 
that day—the sunny May day, the half-amused 
group and the dead fowls were all fastened in 
her mind, 
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Grandmother drew a long breath and looked 
down half-sternly at the now shrinking little 
figure, then smiled reassuringly as she whisp- 
ered, ‘‘ Never mind, you didn't know, dear.” 

Turning to the rest she said, with a sigh, 
** Well, I've heard that salt wouid kill turkeys, 
but I never believed it before. We'll have to 
buy ‘em for Christmas now.” 

FRANCES BURTON CLARE, 


The Customary Christmas Story. 


Robert Smith was the customary Christmas 
millionaire. That is to say he had a hard heart, 
a great deal of money, and no chickens or 
children of his own. He could draw his check 
for thousands, and, what is more to the point, 
it would be cashed upon presentation at the 
bank, if properly endorsed. Mr. Smith had in 
his employ the customary Christmas clerk, 
with the customary half-starved appearance, 
the customary large family, and the customary 
small salary. 

As he left his customary dingy office on the 
evening before Christmas the customary snow- 
storm was in progress and the shop windows 
were lighted up with their customary brilliancy, 
sending out customary gleams of light, bright- 
ening up in their customary way the usual 
cheerless scene without. The regular Christ- 
mas chimes were ringing out their customary 
gladsome peal, announcing, as is customary at 
this time of the year, “Peace on earth, good 
will toward men.” 








But there was the customary absence cf re- 


sponse in the heart of Robert Smith. He was 
thinking the customary Christmas thought of 
the customary Christmas millionaire—that is, 


whether it would not be wise to go around to 
his bookkeeper's the next day, and, as is usual, 
announce that, beginning with January 1, his 
salary would be cut down twenty-five per cent. 
This would mean an annual saving of $36.67, 
and it seemed quite worth the while. 

Robert Smith went to bed on Christmas Eve 
with the intention customary to Christmas 
millionaires of getting up next morning to 
make somebody else uncomfortable, 

But the customary spirit of Christmas came 
during the night and sat on Robert Smith’s 
digestive appurtenances, causing him to see 
the customary visions intended to show Christ- 
mas millionaires the error of their ways. 


It was Christmas morning. As Robert 
Smith buttoned the customary overcoat about 
him and stepped out in the customary bracing 
Christmas air, his eyes beamed with the cus- 
tomary new light, and bis features bore the 
customary benevolent smile of the Christmas 
millionaire, who has been interviewed by the 
Spirit of Christmas. 

At last he reached the humble home of his 
bookkeeper. To the door came the wife of 
that individual with the customary wan look 
and the customary number of children cling- 
ing to her +kirts, and staring at the millionaire 
with the customary half-scared eyes. 

“Oh, Mr. Smith!” she sald, with the cus- 
tomary tremur in her voice. ‘‘ Come ini” and 
going through the customary act of wiping off 
a chair with her apron she invited the million- 
aire to be seated. 

“Is your husband here?” asked Robert 
Smith. 

* No, sir.” 


“ Well, it makes no difference,” replied the 
Christmas millionaire, trying to hide the real 
feeling of his heart, which made the customar 
effort to show itself in his face, ‘ Yesterday 1 
had made up my mind to reduce his saiary 25 

r cent., beginning with the first of January. 

ut I have changed my mind, 

The usual surprised look crept into the face 
of the bookkeeper’s wife. 

** I find that a twenty-five per cent, reduction 
figures out $36.67. I dislike odd figures so we 
will call it an even $40.” 

**My husband expected you would be here 
this morning, and left this note for you,” said 
the bookkeeper’s wife, producing a letter from 
beneath her apron. 

Robert Smith brought out his penknife, and, 
withthe customary deliberation of the Christ- 
mas millionaire, cut the envelope. This is 


what he read : 
CuristMas Eve, 
My Dear Mr, Smita,— 

I sail for Spain to-morrow morning to find 
out why there is no extradition law between 
that country and the United States. My wife 
and children follow later. I do not lock the 
safe to-night, as it coniains no negotiable 
securities or money, I also leave on my 
desk the power of attorney to sign checks on 
your account at the bank. The account is 
thirty-six cents overdrawn, and I have no 
further use for the power. Good bye, Smith! 
Merry Christmas, and many of ’em 

Robert Smith gasped the customary gasp, 
and then preceeded to kick himself down 
his lawyer's. He wanted to get out an attach- 
ment on the grand piano on which the book- 
keeper's eldest daughter had been artistically 
playing with one finger: 

“Christmas comes but once a year, 
And when it comes it brings good cheer.” 
—Merca.r, in N. ¥. Life. 
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WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 


COAL—E gg and Grate, $5.25 ; Stove and Chestnut $5.50; Best € 
WOOD —Hard and So't. All kinds constantly on hand. Pine Wood tor bileebans 


KEIRAN & McADAM 


constantly on hand. 
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